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cattle thieves were brougpt to the front of the tavern, Maverick Mike · came out
what was going on. Wild quickly dismounted, and, with a. rawhide whip in his
'. ·~ l~ft ·hand, ran to meet him. Swish! Down went the villain rolling in the dirt.
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Young Wild West' and "Maverick·Mike''
OB,

ARIETTA AND THE ROUND UP
By AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPTER I.
MAVERICK MIKE MARKS OUT A DEAD

~INE.

"There she is, boys! 'fhere's ther dead line. I ain't
goin' ter allow any one ter rid() over that mark till after
I leave here ! Yer hear what I say? It's Maverick Mike
what's talkin',
when he opens his mouth an' says things
he always means what he says. Lame Jack has got a barrel
of new rum here, which he's had sent on from ther East.
He calls it applejack, an' I allow that it tastes putty good.
I 've made up my mind ter git blazin' drunk on it, an' that's
ther reason I've marked out ther dead line. I'll want ter
shoot somebody afore I git through, of course, an' it's a
.Putty sure bet that some galoot will try tor ride over that
mark."
·
'l'he speak(i)r was a tall, raw-boned, muscular man of
forty. A close student of the characters of the West would
have decided that he had Mexican blood in his veins, for
bis swarthy complexion ·and shifty black eyes almost warranted that.
was attired after the fashion of the average cowboy,
nnd a long-barreled six-shooter hung at each side of his
belt.
Taking him all in all, Maverick Mike, as he called himself, was certainly a dangerous-looking customer.
The scene was the single street of the little town in southeastern Colorado called Turner. Across the street, direc tly
from the door of Lame Jack's Roost, which was a t ypical
saloon of the grazing district of the West a.t ~he time of
which we write.
• Maverick Mike had just finished making a mark with the
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heel of his boot across the dusty street, and that was what he
called the "dead line."
Known to be a "bad man," the majority of the residents
of the little town always gave him a wide berth, especially
when he took a notion to "stir up things."
Just why he was allowed to go around free might have
seemed a mystery to a great many, since he had shot as
many as seven men in less than a year, two of therp dying
,
from th eir wounds.
But it might have been because it was always done in
what is term ed an open fight. Maverick Mike would start
the row, and then, being the quicker to :fire, got his man
e·rery t ime.
There were perhaps twenty other cowboys in and out of
the saloon, their bronchos standing to the long hitchingpole, or near it, for some of them' were not tied at all.
These were the horses that had been trained to stanfl
whenever the hridle rein was thrown over their heads.
Almost directly 9pposite to Lame Jack's Roost was, the
store, where everything could be bought ' from a yard of
calico to a mowing machine, including provisions, guns, and
ammunition.
On this side 0£ the street there were a few of the residents
of the town who were taking · in the scene .with a silent
interest.
They all knew the sort of a man Maverick Mike was, and
they did not feel like crossing him.
When a crowd of cowboys came in from the outlying
ranches they usually stirred up things, anyhow, but they
spent their money freely, so it ~as looked over, even if a few"
panes of glass got shot out before they went away.
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Maverick Mike had received his nickname because he
had been very lucky in catching calves that were not
branded, thus becoming the owner of them, for no claim can
be made of a calf that has never be€n branded, and found
alone on the range.
Such a calf is called a maverick, and hence it will be
easy to understand why the "bad" cowboy had come by
the nickname.
Maverick Mike had done many queer things while he
was in Turner, but this striking a dead line across the
street was about the worst yet.
Those who had heard what he said of course might profit
by it, but suppose a stranger should ride into the town and
cross the mark!
Then lead would fly.
The villain, for such h'e was beyond the shadow of a
doubt, turned and went into Lame Jack's to "liquor up,"
but the majority of those who had be.en outside when the
dead line was marked out chose to remain there a while.
They all knew that something was going to happen, and
they were anxious to see it.
Thev' did not have to wait more than five minutes.
'111e; a cloud of dust was seen out on the straight trail
that ran directly into the street of the little town, a mile
awav.
"Somebody is comin', I reckon," observed on'e of the old
settlers as he shifted the quid of tobacco in his mouth, "I
don't know who it is, but there'll be trouble if they don't
stop afore they git ter that mark Maverick made. I can't
say as I want ter see any one git hurt this mornin'; but
that's what'll happen unless some one goes an' lets them
what's comin' know about it."
"Why don't you run around ther back of ther store an'
git up there a ways, an' meet 'em, Jake?" asked the st9rekeeper. "They might be good customers fur me. Run on
an' do it, an' I'll treat yer ter a bran'-new plug of tobacker
when y~r come back."
"All right," and casting an uneasy glance across at the
saloon the man saunter~d off until he got behind the store.
Then he took out on a run, for he knew he had to hurry
if he was going to be able to give the warning without being
seen by any of Maverick Mike's friends.
l\feanwhile, those watching saw that the riders approaching were both male and female.
This was a little surprising, since there were very few
women to come there on horseback.
But as they drew nearer -and they saw that they were
very young girls-two of them, at least-and were attired
in fancy riding costumes, they wondered what it all meant.
There were three females and :five males, two of the latter
being common, everyday Chinamen.
Of the other three, two were ~ut boys, though full-grown.
They wore fancy hunting suits of buckskin and blue
shirts, and one of them had a wealth of light chestnut hair
banging over his shoulders, and with the broad sombrero
tipped back upon his head, his face showed up perfect in
lines and handsome.
The other boy was good-looking, too, and he had much
the appearance of the average boy of the West, accustomed to a life in the open air.
The man of the crowd was tall and straight, with a

bronzed face, long dark hair a:i;id mustache, ai:id altired in a
.
style similar to the boys.
On the whole, the members of the little party were about
as good-looking and dashing as any the old settlers had
ever seen, and they waited patiently for them to halt before crossing the dead line.
The messenger had stopped the strangers, and as they had
remained at a halt for a full ' minute, the watching men
knew that they must have been duly warned.
On they came, the handsome boy with the Ion? chestn~t
hair leading the way, with one of the young girls at his
side.
Next came the tall man and the elder of the females, and
close behind him were the other ·boy and girl.
The two Chinamen brought up the rear with two loaded
pack-horses trotting along behind them. ,
It was a picturesque party, to say the least.
The storekeeper looked across at the saloon as t~ey neared
it for he knew that the hoofbeats must have been ·heard
' by this time.
there
And they had, too. Out came Maverick Mike, and after
him came a few toadying friends.
The villainous cowboy stepped out near the center of the
.
street and waved his gun over his head.
"There a.in't no one as is goin' ter cross this mark while
I'm in town!" he shouted. "Look out, strangers'! I'm
Maverick Mike an' I'm bad ! I makes my own laws.,' an' I
punish them what don't live up ter 'em. L~ok out,} say l
This here line ain't ter be crossed while I'm m towl}.-t"
The approaching strangers must have hearg /ev~ry word
he said, but they did not stop one bit.
Instead of doing this the dashing boy, who was moupted
on a spirited sorrel stallion, said something to the goldenhaired girl at his side, and then both increased their speed
to a gallop.
Over the dead line they went, almost before M_averick
·
Mike was aware of it.
·The. girl went on for about a hundred yar ds, the rest of
the party following her; but the young leader of the p~rty
brought the sorrel stallion to a sudden halt, and then swmg·
ing around started straight for the bad cowboy.
"Wow!" yelled Maverick Mike. "Did yer s~ that, boys?
They didn't recognize me, I reckon ! Now blood has got ter
be spilled! Wow! Watch me!"
He swung his revolver around, and the.re is no doubt b)lt
that he meant to shoot the boy without any further delay.
But something happened that changed the programme.
Before any of the spectators realized what was going on
there was a flash and a report and Maverick Mike dropped
bis gun as though it had been a hot potato.
The boy on the sorrel stallion had pulled his gun and
deliberately shot the weapon from the man's hand.
But the bullet had not touched the hand; it had hit the
revolver squarely on the cylinder, and the force of the impact
had sent an electric thrill through the villain's arm, causing
him to release his grasp upon it.
A cry O'f amazement went up from several of the cowboys
and citizens when they realized what had happened.
Maverick Mike had been turned upon by a mere boy !
But worst of all-or best of all, rather-the boy had double
discounted him at his own game !
If be had shot him dead they could not have been mor~
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surprised, as what he had done showed how easy he could
have sent the bullet through his heart had he so desired.
"I -reckon PU go where I please, you big galoot," said the..
boy, coolly looking at the astounded ruffian. "You can
strike all the lines you want to, but that don't say that we
are going to stop from crossing them."
As the speaker slipped down from the back of his horse
his male companions came riding up.
"Want any help, Wild?" asked the tall man with the
dark hair and mustache.
"No, Charlie, " was the reply. "I reckon I can take care
of the galoot, all right. He is only a big bluffer. I'll just
show him that he bas barked up the wrong tree, anc1 then
we'll go over to. the store and make our purchases. "
The boy spoke in such a;eool and easy way that the bystanders became convinced that be was out of the ordinary
run of boys.
Anyhow, they had never seen such a cool one, old or
young, before in their whole lives.
"Pick up your gun, you big bluffer!"
The command came from the handsome young fellow in
a voice that showed he meant business.
Maverick Mike cast an uneasy glance around him.
He knew that there were mighty few men there who had
any particular love for him, so it was no use for him to look
for any sympathy.
He walked over to where the revolver had dropped and
stooped to pick it up.
Crack!
The boy in the fancy buckskin hunting suit fired again
just as the bad man lifted the weapon from the ground.
.The result was that he dropped it again.

CHAPTER II.
YOUNG WILD WEST AND HIS FRIENDS.

With tmerring aim the handsome boy had hit the weapon
again, sending it from Maverick Mike's hand.
" Pick it up! " he exclaimed sharply.
" Yer-yer won't let me," came the reply. "If yer don't
shoot ag'in I'll do it."
Crack !
fired at the weapon as it lay on the
This time the
ground, turning it o as the liullet struck it.
The bad cowboy was not what might be termed a coward ;
he knew when he had the worst of it, and he was simply trying to get out of the trouble he had got himself in.
He hacl another revolver, but he had made no move to
draw it.
Probably this was because he knew that the boy was
quicker than he was.
"Now, then," said the dashing young fellow, "I reckon
you c:JJ.n wipe out that mark you made across the road.''
He pointed to the so-called dead line, and the bad man
understood.
He made a move to do as h ~ had been told, and then the
boy called out:
"Hold on! You had better pick up your gun. You

\
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might need it, you know. I won't knock it out of your
hand this time."
Maverick Mike slowly made his way to where the weapon
lay.
Very gingerly he picked it up ancl tlU'ust· it into the
.
holster.
Then, while the cowboys and citizens looked on with no
little amusement, he scraped out the mark he had made
across the street, covering it with the du st that was so
·
plentiful.
This done, he er.me back and paused before the dashing
young deadshot.
" I reckon that will be about all," came from the boy.
"Now, take my advice and don't try anything like that
again, Maverick Mike. You might not get off so easily
next time."
,"Say!'~ said the villain, who had now fully recovered
himself, though there .was no doubt that he feared the boy
greatly, and did not mean to do a thing to cross him, "I'd
jest like ter know who you are, young feller."
"Well, if it will make you feel better I'll tell you,. then.
I go by the handle of Young Wild West. It's the only name
I've got, and I intend to stick to it. How does that strike
you?"
"Young Wild West, eh? Well, you must be ther champion deadshot of ther West, then?"
"That is what some call me, though I never speak of myself as being the champion deadshot of the West. I can't
help it if they want to call me that, you know."
"An' you're putty well known as ther Prince of ther
Saddle, too, I reckon,I' went on Maveri ck Mike with a nod
of bis head.
"Yes, that's a sort of nickname I received one time. But
that don't make me the prince of the saddle, though."
"Down in Texas they call yer ther Lasso King, too,
·
don't they ?"
there
down
cowboys
few
a
"Well, I reckon there were
who gave me that name once," the boy answered~ smiling
at his questioner.
Maverick Mike was now quite cool. The surprise he had
received had been the means of sobering him a great deal,
and he now appeared to be quite at his ease.
"Your two pards, Cheyenne Charlie an' Jim Dart, is
here, too?" he went on questioningly as he looked at the
man and the boy, who sat on their horses close by.
"That's right," Young Wild West answered. ."I re,ckon
you know all about us. It seems that way, anyhow."
"Well, I've heard a whole lot about yer, anyhow. But I
never seen yer afore. If I'd knowed it was you when yer
came ridin' up ther street I'll bet you would never have got
over ther dead line. I would have winged yer afore yer
got to it. That's ther kind of a hairpin I am! I am Maverick Mike, an' I :tiever furgits a wrong what's done me,
Young Wild West. You've got all ther best of it now; but
my day will come, see if it don't! You've made me look
like a monkey right afore ther whole crowd here, an" that
don't set very good on my stomach. You had me in just
about ther same fix as ther teacher had me in school once.
She ketched me with a chew of tobacco in my mouth, an'
she pinned me so hard that I swallered ther chew. I had ter
swaller tber chew jest now, fur when yer shot my gun from
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out of my hanQ. I knowed there was no use. I jest made
Both he and Cheyenne Charlie loved the dashing young
ther best of it."
deadshot as though he were a brother, and finding in him
There was an amused smile on the handsome face of the a born leader, they were proud to follow him and be called
boy.
his partners.
.
_
"You are quite a philosopher, I see," he observed. "But
All three were well supplied in the way of money, since
if you take my advice you'll keep that chew of tobacco they had been very successful in their mining ventures, and
down. If you try to raise it and spit it out you might have they had drifted into the way of traveling about the wildest
to swallow a dose of hot lead. I mean what I say!"
parts of the West just for the purpose of looking for fortune
"All right, Young Wild West. I've got ter take my and adventure.
chances on that, of course."
It was the same way with the girls, since they had been
"I just said 'tha.t would be about a.11,' but I will add in the habit of going with them. Cheyenne Charlie's wife,
something. It is this: Don't make too many threats. You Anna, was never better satisfied than she was when she
ought to ·know very well that I don't care any more for you was with her husband, and Arietta Murdock and Eloise
than I do for a lame coyote. I have never been scared yet Gardner, the sweethearts of Young Wild West and Jim
by a bluffing bad man, and I am sure tha.t I am not going to Dart, were just about the same in this respect.
begin now. If I find you are looking for my life I will
Of the three, Arietta was the only one who was a real
shoot you down like a cur! Now just remembe·r that !"
Western girl.
Maverick Mike muttered something that was unintelShe had been brought up to handle a gun and ride a
ligible, and turning, went into Lame Jack's Roost.
horse, and she could do both as well as the average man of
Then the clashing young deadshot took his horse by the ·the border.
bridle and le'd him across to the store.
She had the nerve, too, and what she had learned from
It was a pleasant morning in early &pring. The buds her clashing young lover made her an exception to the avwere beginning to show on the trees and shrubs that were erage of her sex.
plentiful in the little town, and the birds were singing
But the others could shoot straight and ride well, too, so
sweetly.
they suffered no inconvenience in going about from place
The air was balmy and warm, for after a rather severe to place ancl li ving in camp the greater part of the time.
winter the weather had settled down to make a. model
It bad become a sort of. second nature to all of them, in
spring, so it seemed.
fact, and they would much rather put up in camp than
The time of which we are writing was a few years ago, take quarters in the taverns ihey came across in their
when things were in a much wilder state in that portion of travels.
Colorado than now, and law and order in some spots were
As we find them they were on their way to a mining disalmost entirely unknown.
trict in New Mexico, but had met a cowboy who told them
Th ere are places out that way even now where such a there was a little town close, and had come there for the
state of affairs exists, and when a skeptical person makes the purpose of stocking up with some provisions they needed;
statement that there is no longer a "Wild W'est" it simply
When the man the storekeeper had sent to warn them
goes to show that he has never been there, and does not about the dead line that Maverick Mike had drawn across
know what he is talking about.
the street halted them, Wild, as our hero was called, had
But to our story.
thanked him laughingly, and then assured him that they
What Maverick Mike had said df Young Wild West was would ride right over it.
exactly right.
• And they had, too, with the result that has just been
The boy had been a sure shot with rifle and revolver ever told.
since he was ten years of age, and constant practice had
No wonder, then, that they were given a hearty reception
made him a wonder at the game.
by the proprietor of the store and those gathered there
FearleEs and remarkably cool under any circumstances, when they crossed the street.
and with a determination to always do right, he had made
"Great mowin'-machines !" ex:claimed the storekeeper as
a name for himself during the few short years of his ex- he seized the hand of the champion dea.dshot of the West
istence that many a man old enough to be his grandfather and shook it in hearty fashion, "that was ther greatest thing
would have been proud to own.
I ever seen, my boy! So you're Young Wild West, eh?"
But it is only now and then that we come across such a
"Yes, that's right, boss," Wild replied. "I reckon that
cl.•aracter as the boy was, and having found in him the true galoot had you fellows pretty well scared of him. He's a
ideal American boy, with . a record of daring that could bad man, no doubt, but there's always a way to tame such
hardly be equaled, and the hero of a string of thrilling ad- fellows. All you have io do is to go about it in the right
ventures that could hardly be surprassed, we have to simply way, you know." ·
write about him.
"Yes, but there ain't any one as. I've ever seen who
Cheyenne Charlie, the tall man with long dark ha.i r and knowed how ter go about it ther right way, though. Mavmustache, was an ex-government scout, who had been born erick Mike has always been a mighty soon sort of a chap."
and reared in Wyoming, taking his name from what was
"Maybe he is yet. But that don't say that he is going
then but a town composed principally of shanties and tents, lo get the best of an argument every time. But, say, boss,
but which now is a city well known throughout the country. I reckon we want to make a few purchases. If you don't
Jim Dart, ·the boy, was a thorough Westerner, too, and object we'll attend to it right away. We don't intend to
though he never had a great deal to say he was a-lways ready, stay here very long, you know."
whether it was "fun" or "fight" that was on hand.
"All right, Young Wild West. Come right in. I'll see

YOUNG WILD WEST AND "MAVERICK MIKE."
that yer git what yer want. I keep 'most everything needful
here."
Wild had already reached the door, so he went on in, followed by the proprietor.
The girls dismounted and came in, too, just to give their
horses a chance to rest up a little.
'1.'here was nothing to keep them in Turner, so Wild had
remarked when ihey came in sight of it thai; ·they had
better go right on to the south as soon as they got what
·
they wanted.
The trouble with Maverick Mike was regarded merely
as a passing incident by them, for they were well used to
such things.
Bad men were as thick as :fleas on a dog, so to speak, and
they were never surprised at meeting one.
As soon as 'they had stocked up with what they needed
our friends mounted to ride a.way.
"Good-by!" said the storekeeper. "I hope ter see yer
around ag'irr afore long."
"Oh, we may come around this way aga in," our hero
answered. "Good-by !"
"Three cheers fur Young Wild West!" shouted the man
who had run ahead to warn them of the dead line.
The whole crowd joined him, and the air rang with their
cheering.
·
'fhis brought out those who were in Lame Jack's .Roost.
Maverick Mike only came as far as the door, however.
He waited until our friends had got about ·a hundred
feet past the saloon, and then he called out:
"We'll meet ag'in, Young Wild West! Look out when
we do ! I'm a mighty bad man, an' I never furgits a
wrong!"
"All right," shouted the boy in answer. "I reckon you'll
find me ready for you. »at you had better make all arrangements with the undertaker before you come after me.
It might be a good idea to make your will, too, if you've
got anything besides a bad name to leave."
Then our friends rode on, and the little prairie town- was
soon left behind th~m.
"We'll keep right ahead until noon, and then· we'll go
into camp,'.' said Wild. "It might be tha.t we will strike a
ranch before that, however, as there must be some lying
out around the town. If we do we will have dinner there,
providing we are welcome. We will pay for what we get,
and that will save the grub we've got for the· wild, uninhabited stretch we have got to travel later on."
"That's right, Wild,'' Arietta answered. ur like eating
at a ranch. It beats a tavern all to pieces as a rule."
Two hours later they came in sight of a well equipped
ranch, and they promptly headed for it.'
r

CHAPTER III.
AT THE "STRAIGHT DEAL" RANCH.

"I reckon that's a pretty good sort of a ranch," Young
Wild West remarked as they rapidly neared the house and
other buildings. "They haven't made the spring round-up
yet, either; that's easy to see by the looks of the corral"
"That's right, Wild/' Cheyenne Charlie answered.
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"There's a big bunch of cows an' calves over there ter ther
left, too. An' look at ther yearlin's back there!"
He pointed out as he spoke and they all saw that he was
right.
,
But few old cattle could be seen, which showed that the
owner of the ranch had dohe considerable shipping during
the winter. .
The big corral ha.d but a few scattering ones in it, and
that was why Wild had called attention to. it.
The buildings were in firsirclass order, as far as they
could see, and th ere was a sort of neatness about everything that was bound to give the impression that the ra~ch
was well managed.
No cowbuys could be seen anywhere, so it was easy to
guess tha.t they were at the little town, probably for the
purpose of having a little spree before the strenuous work
of rounding up the stock and branding the calves began.
In a few minutes our friends were very close to the ranch
hou se, and then it was not long before a woman appeared
on the porch.
She waved a welcome to them with he1: apron, and the
girls promptly responded by ·waving their hands.
"We're welcome, all right,'' said Arietta. " Ninety-nine
times out of a hundred strangers will find a welcome at a
cattle ranch. That is one reason why I am proud of the
West. We have as good people living in it as can be found
the world o"er."
"Yes, an' some of ther worst, too," the scout spoke up.
"If it wasn't fur th er bad ones there wouldn't be much use
in livin' out here, though. Then all ther excitement we
could git would be from ·huntin' bears an' shootin' at catamounts an' wildcats. We'd soon- git tired of that, I reckon."
"Well, you would, that's sure, though I know you like to
get on the trail of a grizzly· pretty well."
"Yes, I like ter git after• any kind of a bear. But too
much of it would be no good."
'; Too much of one thing is no good, anyhow, Charlie,"
spqke up our hero. "But, come on! We'll see whose ranch
this is, and whether the woman cares to furnish us with
something to eat or not. By the way she acts I reckon she'll
be only too glad to."
,.
"I know she will, Wild,'' Arietta hastened to say.
They were soon to find out all about it, for a couple of
minutes later they were at a halt be':fore the porch.
"()ood-mornin', strangers!" called out the woman, who
must have been somewhere around the age of forty, her face
lighted with a smile. "Want somethin' to eat, I reckon.
Well, you've come to the right place. I'm always glad to
see strangers, 'specially them of my own sex. Jump off,
young ladies, an' let the boys put the horoos away. They'll
find plenty of empty stalls over in the stable, 'cause 'most
everybody is away from home just now."
The girls promptly dismount€d, and when she had kissed
all three of them the woman seemed happier than ever.
"This is the Straight Deal Ranch," she went on to say,
turning to Wild and his partners. "That's ther name my
husband give it four years ago; when we located here. He's
great on givin' names, he is. But he believes in a straight
deal, every time, an' that's why he named it that."
"A mighty good name, too, I reckon,'' answered Wild.
"Well, since you seem satisfied to get dinner for us, I reckon
we'll put the horses away for an hour or two."
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"Oh, you ain't goin' to gi~ away as quick as that. There's
But he did not mean that he should keep the money if
goin' to be some doin's here to-night, ap.' you've got to stay. he won any.
My daughter Maggie is comin' home to-day. She:S been up
Hop had a bad failing.
'
in Denver for four months, gittin' up a little education- in
His sleight-of-hand abilities enabled him to do about as
music an' sich. Her dad bought her a new piano, which he liked with a pack of cards, and it was so easy for him to
only got here yisterday, an' there's goin' to be a >Surprise cheat in a game of poker that he could not resist the tempparty here for her. to-night. I expect none of us will hardly tation.
know her when she comes, for she wrote an' said she had
When he won money from those who played honestly our
got to be a regula.r city gal now. It's cost her dad a pile ter hero always made it a point to make him return it.
put her through; but he don't mind that. He's been mighty
But when he got in ,a game with card sharp~, who. we~e
lucky in ther last two years, 'cept that he's kept losin' a simply playing unfair for the purpose of fl.eecmg lum, it
lot of calves all ther time. But he's made considerable was different.
_,
money, anyhow, an' he don't mind spendin'· some of it ter
The card sharps usually got what was fcoming to them,
give his daughter an education."
·
and a little more, too.
• The ranchman's wife certainly was not wanting for
T'hey all returned to the house and found Mrs. Oaks still
words, and the way she rattled it off showed how well she talking like a steamboat.
liked to talk.
She was certainly wound up, and as it was the first time
She quickly informed them that her husband's name was
in a week or two that she had got th~ chance to converse
Morris Oaks, and that her own name was Lavinia. She had
not been to anything that might be called a city in nearly with any one of her own sex, she was making up for lost
time.
nine years; and she was satisfied to live on the ranch so
The girls could only get in a word now and then, and
long as she had everything she wanted, which was the case
Anna
was a pretty good conversationalist, too.
now.
By the time Wild and his partners entered the house they
Maggie, her eighteen-year-old daughter, had a desire to
learn music and the "lingo" of city folks, so they had sent knew pretty much everything about the family.
But they all wanted to see Maggie.
her to Denver to study at a "cemetery" for girls, she
Wild stopped the conversation when he called out to the
said.
woman that he guessed she was coming with her father.
The girls smiled, but did not let her know why.
· Mrs. Oaks gave a cry of delight and ran out to have a
But of course they would stay to the surprise party, since look.
she gave them such a pressing invitation.
When she saw the buckboard coming, the two horses
Arietta assured her of this without asking Wild what he
hitched
to it on a run, she fairly danced with joy.
thought about it.
"It's her!" she cried, clapping her hands. "It's my own
The young deadshot smiled, and then he led the way to Maggie. Jest look at that hat she's got on! My, but ain't
the barn, he leading his own and his sweetheart's horse.
she some punkins now ! I'll bet she's citified now ! Not a
Charlie and Jim came after him, each with two horses, word about the piano, now! We don't want her to see it
and Rop and Wing followed, as a matter of course.
until she gets all her things off!"
They found a convenient place to put their camping out"We won't say a word, Mrs. Oaks,'' Arietta declared.
fit and supplies, as well as good stalls for the horses, and
There
was a waving of hands before the buckboard finally
in ten minutes they were ready to return to the house.
pulled
up
before the door, and then came the meeting of
As they walked back they saw a buckboard corning down
mother
and
daughter.
the trail that led past the house, and 'irhen they took a look
This
over
with, Mrs. Oaks quickly introduced the guests
and saw there were a middle-aged man and a young lady in
it they could easily guess that it was the ranchman fetching she had, then there was plenty 0£ handshaking and kissing
his daughter, who had been sent to Denver to become "citi- among the girls.
fied," home.
The ranclunan was delighted to meet Young Wild West
"I reckon we'll have some fun out of this, Wild," re- and his friends, and he declared that they must stay over
marked the scout, shrugging his shoulders. "It's a good night, anyhow.
thing we come this way."
"You're welcome ter stay longer," he added. "But I
"Lat light, Misler Charlie," said Hop with a grin on his wouldn't think of lettin' yer go away afore."
yellow face. "We havee lillee fun, allee light."
Then he got a chance to whisper in Wild's ear that there
"Oh, you kin always manage ter have fun anywhere yer was going to be a surprise party at the ranch that night in ·
go, you heathen galoot," was the reply. "But yer had honor of his daughter's arriva1 from Denver; and advised
better be careful around here. Don't try ter work none of them not to say anything about it.
your skin gamblin' games. Maybe they won't go, yer
But he was quickly assured that they knew all about that,
know."
and that the girl would not hear of it from them.
"Allee light, Misler Charlie; me no workee, so be. Me
Maggie proved to be a very nice girl, though she evidently
be velly goodee Chinee, so be."
felt that her stay in Denver at the "cemetery" had eJevated
Wild said nothing.
her considerably.
He knew that the clever Chinaman would lose no chance
She used what Cheyenne Charlie called rr.ther "highto get into a game of draw poker with the first one he falutin' language," too, but the girls were not puzzled any
could get to play with him.
by it, since all of them had had a fair schooling.
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CHAPTER IV.
HOP _P:LAYS A JOKE .

The dinner our friends had at the ranch was certainly
one that spoke well for the hostess.
Probably they would not have got such a variety of it
had she not been expecting her daughter to arrive.
The two Chinamen were taken to the kitchen to eat with
the old half-breed Mexican woman who assisted the mistress
of the house with the work that had to be done, and her husband, who was a negro, as black as the ace of spades, so he
declared him self whenever the subject came up.
"Mr. and Mrs. Sambo White," said Mrs. Oaks, when she
conducted Hop and Wing to the kitchen to partake of the
feast. "I hope you two will get along well with the servants of Young Wild \Vest and his friends. They are nothin'
but heathen Chinese, I know; but they seem to be nice
quiet people."
Hop and Wing bowed low to the oddly-mated old couple,
and this was sufficient to make a good impression upon them
right at the start.
"Me likee nicee blackee man, so be," said Hop, and he
again bowed, this time lower than before. "Me likee pletty
woman, too. She lookee allee samec likee um plinccss in
China."
The double compliment seemed to be meant, so they both
took it that way.
The two Celestials sat down at the table in the kitchen
and the mistress retired.
The servants had the same to eat as the guests did, and
th~y made the best of it, as might be imagined.
Hop and Wing both had good appetites, there was no mistake about that.
'l'hey sat down at the table just as though they belonged
to the family, too, for Wing followed the example of his
brother and took things very easy.
"Help yourselves," said the woman. "Plenty good to
eat."
"Allee light," answered Hop, and he proceeded to do so.
Roast chicken was the leading thing on the bill of fare,
and when Hop took a whole one on his plate the darky and
his wife looked dismayed.
There were but tivo of them there, and that was probably
the reason.
But when he jabbed a fork in the remaining one and
placed it on the plate of Wing they felt like dropping to
the floor.
But before they could recover themselves he picked up
the big dish of mashed potatoes and emptied it on his own
/
plate and that of bis brother.
The gravy bowl was treated the same way, and then Hop
began eating his chicken as though he had not a moment to
spare.
"W1rnttee mattee ?"he asked between mouthfuls, looking
at the old couple in surprise.
"Yo' done take aU de chicken, an' de gravy, an' de
taters," the darky answered. "Wha' fo' yo' do dat?"
"Me likee chicken velly muchee," was the reply. "My
blother allee samee likee chicken, too, so be."

But Wing quickly put back the chicken and potatoes, and
looking at the couple said :
"My blother allee samee clazy. You no min dee. Hully
uppee and eatee, so be."
Then the half-breed woman got her knife and fork at
work and began carving the chicken, while Hop ke.p t on
eating his, smiling in his cheerful way.
He cut off all the white meat and pulled off the legs, and
then he opened the chicken and pulled out some of the
dressing.
This done, he pulled a firecracker from his p,pcket, and,
unobserved, thrust it inside the chicken.
Hop made his o'1n firecrackers, as well as other fireworks, for whenever he got to a city where such things were
sold he always made it a point to stock up with gunpowder
and other explosives, to be used as he saw fit.
The cracker in the chicken, he turned his attention to
what he had cut from the carcass and filled himself.
'I here was. pudding, too, on the table, and alter drinking
two cups of coffee he polished off the pudding.
Then he swallowed another cup of coffee to wash it down,
and lighted a cigar.
The others were not half done yet, but that made no 'd ifference to the clever Chinaman.
He meant to end the meal rather abruptly, and as well
as Wing knew his way, he had no suspicion of anything just
then.
He gnawed away at the chicken wing he had been allotted, along with the rest, by the old woman, and was thoroughly enjoying the meal.
Hop smiled at them, and then he coolly leaned over and
touched the lighted end of his cigar to the fuse which was
protruding from the opening where the dressing had been
stowed.
"Me gittee 'nother cuppee coffee, so be," he said as he
took his cup and arose, going toward the stDve where the pot
sat boiling.
Just th en there was a shal'p hissing sound.
Wing gave a start, for he knew that something was
wrong.
Bang!
The cracker exploded, bursting open the chicken and
sending the dressing and parts of it all around the room .
The darky and his wife fell over backward, nearly upsetting the table, both letting out yells that could haYe been
heard half a mile.
Wing got up and ran out of the house, for he expected
that something worse would happen, and he did not care to
be present.
As he realized the terrible ·muss he had made Hop
started after his brother, and he succeeded in getting out of
the kitchen just as Wild and the ranchman came rushing
in to find out what the trouble was.
The frightened old couple tried to explain, but it was
hardly necessary, for the bespattered walls and general condition of the room told the tale.
"I reckon Hop has been playing a joke, Mr. Oaks," said
our hero. "I'll find him and make it warm for him. He
has gone altogether too far."
"Playin' a joke, yer say?" gasped the ranchman. "One
of them foolish-lookin' Chinamen play a joke! Why, if I
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th ought thafs what done all this I 'd give him a five-dollar
bill, blamed if I wouldn't!"
"He's gone an' blowed up one of thcr roasted chickens,
that's what he's done," spoke up Cheyenne Charlie as he
pushed his way inio the room and looked it over. "Ther
galoot put a firecracker inside of on e an' then set it off.
It's just like him. Look at th er stu ffin' of ther bird ! . It's
plastered all ·over ther wall!"
"An' some done hit me in de eye, too !" spoke up the
darky. "Dat am surely a drcfful Chince. He done eat like
a pig, an' den he done make one of de chicken's bust an'
fly all over de room!"
The ranchman broke into a laugh.
"Say," he exclaimed as he turned to Wild, " I'd have ter
laugh if ther whole house was in rnins ! But who would
ever think that a Chinee would know enough ter play a
joke like that? Where is he ? I want tei· make him a
present of five dollars."
"And I want to make him a present of a good kicking,"
added our hero. "He has gone altogether too far."
"I'll git ther heathen galoot," said the scout, and outside
h.e went on a run.
H e found Hop a short distance from the house.
H e was calmly smoking his cigar, just as though nothing
had happened.
"Come here, yer yaller galoot I" roared Charlie. "I
reckon you're gain' ter git it now! Wild wants yer."
"My blather allee samee puttee fireclacker in um
. chickee," explained Wing as he came around an outbuilding
and showed himself just then. "He velly muchee bad
Chinee, Misler Charlie."
"Me velly muchee sally, Misler Charlie," said Hop
humbly. "Me no tlinkime makee so muchee dirt; me allee
samee cleanee up pee ; me goo dee Chinee, so be."
Charlie caught h1m just then, and he began kicking him
toward the kitchen.
But the ranchman ran out and sfopped him.
He pushed the scout aside and took Hop by the arm.
"You come with me an' tell me all about it. By gracious !
but I wish I had been there to see that! Ha! ha! ha!"
Our friends were not little surprised at the way Oaks
acted.
Ninety-nine men out of a hundred would have been a.bout
angry enough to half kill the Chinaman for playing such a
trick.
When the cracker had exploded it scattered a muss about
the room that would take some time to clean up.
·wild saw that the ran chman was eamest in what he said,
so be let him have his way.
Hop was conducted to a little room that adjoined the
dining-room, and then he was treated to a glass of liquor
from :!Jie ranchman's private stock.
Then, he was asked to tell about it, and he did so in his
own peculiar way.
O'aks laughed heartily all the way through the recital.
"Henls five dollars fur yer," he said when the Chinaman
had fin_iShed. "I reckon it's worth it. Ther darky an' his
wife d~rves a little shakin' up once in while, an' I reckon
this haS-'f:jine 'em good. But, great ginger! I wish I had
been th
Hop d .nol know exactly what to make of this kind of

a

treatment; but he knew the ranchman was pleased, so th at
made him feel easy.
He got on the best of t erms with him, aml they both
drank from the bottle frequently during the comcrsation
that ensued.
Hop told a great deal about him self, and Oaks was
pleased to know that he had such a smart Chinee under his
roof, so he declared.
When they finally came out of the room they found that
the muss in the kitchen was about. cleaned up. Then Hop
felt easier still.
CHAPTER V.
GETTING READY FOR TUE BLOW-OUT.

We will now go back to Lame J ack's Roos t, at Tumer,
and find out how Maverick Mike was ge tting on.
The rascally cowboy kept himself pretty quiet until after
Young Wild West and his friends had been gone about half
an hour.
Then he took two or three drinks of liquor in quick suc'
cession and went out to shoot up the town.
It was evident that he must have satisfa ction some way,
and since he had been afraid to try and get it out of the
clashing young deadshot, some one else would have to suffer.
There were not more than four men there whom he could
call his friends .
. Even they feared more than they liked him.
But it was good policy to keep•on the right side of Maverick, as they called him, and they spent their money to
do it.
"Yer see, it's this way," explained Dick Mooney, the foreman of the Straight Deal Ranch, wh o was one of the bunch
of cowboys at the Roost when Young Wild West called Maverick Mike and took the sta.rch out of him : "Maverick has
got bad ways, but he's a mighty good man on ther range.
We have ter sorter look over his shortcornin's, yer know.
Ther boss wants ter start th er round-up ther day aft er tomorrer, an' as there's ter be a big blow-out at ther ranch
to-night, an' we're all t er be there, it ain' t hardly right
that we shoulcl. git in troubl e with Maverick. H e'll get
b' ilin' drunk t o-day, of course; an' most likely he'll do cl'mFidcrabl e damage. But we want ter try an ' keep him from
killin' an y one, 'cause we don't want th cr blow-out sp'ilcd.
Irs gain' ter ht! a big affair. Boss Oaks never does things by
hal ves, ycr know."
" Oh, I !mow that," L:.ime Jack replied . "I know Morri s
Oaks a.bout as well as any one in 'l'urner, I reckon. Wasn't
lie ther man what loaned me thcr money ter open this place ?
W11y shouldn't I know him putty well? W11y, I've got an
imitation ter th er blow-out, which is tcr be give in honor of
hi.s darter Maggie's arrival from Denver. I'm goin', too.
Six o'clock I'm gain' ter shut up ther place, an' me an' my
wife is gain' over in th er buckboard. We'll git there in a
little over two hours. 1 wouldn't miss it fur a good deal.
Morris Oaks lrnowed I was lame, an' couldn't do much in
ther way of makin' a livin', outside of kcepin' a sto:i:e, so he
offered ter lend me ther money ter start up a first-class
whisky-mill. Yer know how it was afore I opened. Yer
natl ter buy your wh isky at ther store across ther street.
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But it wasn't whisky. It was benzine an' water flavored with
molasses an' teched up with a little laudanum or somethin'.
I'Ye been sellin' ~traight goods, I have. An' I've done quite
a business. I paid Morris Oaks back his money, of course,
but I've got a warm spot in my heart fur him, an' always
will have. I wouldn't miss goin' ter ther blow-out to-night,
'
not fur anything."
"None of us is goin' ter miss it, Jack. I s'pose Maverick
wil~ be there, an' he'll be togged in his fancy Mexican rig.
Yer know he ·was sorter sweet on Maggie Oaks afore she
went away ter Denver ter git an eddication, an' it ain't
likely that he's lost ther feelin'. I don't know as ther boss
would be willin' ter let Maggie have him if she wanted him.
But it ain't likely that she does want him, though. If
she's gone an' got citified, as her mother wanted her ter, it
ain't likely she's goin' ter take up with no cowboy, especially sich a wild feller as Maverick is."
"No, that's right. I hope Maverick won't raise no ruction here afore we start. He'll take a sleep an' will be putty
well sobered up by ther time he gits back to ther ranch. It
ain't likely he'll do any cuttin' up there, 'cause he seems
ter have a good deal of respect further boss."
"Yes, I reckon so. But he don't have much respect for
you, not when he's away from work, Dick."
"T,rnt's right. But what am I goin' ter do ?" and the
foreman shrugged hi s shoulders. "Maverick is a mighty
good hand, but he's a bad man when he gits a little drink in
him, an' then he don't care fur nobody."
"Well, he more'n met his match this mornin', I reckon.
Young Wild West sartinly made him drop down a couple of
pegs. My! There he. comes now! He's sartinly lettin'
himself out !"
Yells and shots coulO. be heard out on the street, and the
clatter of hoofs told that the bad man was le.tting himself
out.
He rode right into the saloon this time, for the doorway
was amply large enough to permit it, providing he stooped a
little.
\
"Set 'em up, Jack!" he cried, flourishing his revolver.
"It's on you this time. I'm a bad man, I am! I don't care
fur nothin' !"
"All right, Maverick," Lame Jack answered. "It's my
turn, I know. Come on, boys; we're goin' ter drink ter
my health."
"Ye're ga in' t er drink ter my health, yer mean," corrected Maverick Mike. "Don't make no mistake about that,
boys. I want ter git in trim fur to-night, yer know: Ther
gal what I thinks a whole lot of is comin' back to-day, an'
I expect ter meet her to-night. I want ter see if she's
turned me down fur some one she's seen up in Denver.
Ha! ha! ha!"
They all knew whom he referred to. The most of the cowboys there belonged on the Straight Deal Ranch, and they
all knew of the big time that was due to be had that night.
They even knew that the boss had bought a piano for his
daughter, and that he was going to try and fix it so she.
would not see it before the guests arrived.
Maverick Mike swallowed his drink and then he forced
his liiorse to trot around the room, upsetting the chairs that
were in the way.
But no one tried to stop him. Though the cowboys were
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all brave fellows, they did not want to go against the man,
who when sober was a good fellow.
And so he had his own way, and when he got tired 0£
staying in the saloon he went outside and did some more
shooting and yelling.
But when noon came he was about done for, and with his
horse standing outside Maverick Mike sought a chair in the
corner and went to sleep.
Much relieved, the other cowboys amused themselves in
their own fashion, and when night came and Lame Jack
announced that he was going to close his place they went
out orderly.
,
Maverick awoke and quietly went out, too. He was quite
sober now, and with an approving nod he 'remarked that
he was going home to tog himself out for the blow-out.

CHAPTER VI.
WILD SHOWS MAGGIE ROW HE CAN SHOOT.

Ranchman Oaks ha.cl seen to it that the piano h~ had
bought for his daughter was placed in the store-room, where
she would not be apt to go, and the dinner was eaten without the girl knowing about it.
Both her parents were anxious to keep her from knowing
of it until the guests arrived that night, but if she should
find it out they would not care so much.
The practical joke H~p had played in the kitchen, making his brother and the old darky and his wife the victims
of it, put every one in a good humor except the victims.
But Wild gave the clever Chinaman a sharp lecture, just
the same, for ~e knew that it was altogether too much of a
joke.
But when the kitchen had been cleaned and after his
victims had been given an extra supply of eatables, there
was nothing but smiling faces when it was brought up,
which was frequently the case during the afternoon.
Meanwhile the girls had got pretty well acquainted with
Maggie.
They found her to be a girl with "ideas," so to speak.
She had a notion that she was away ahead of the ordinary
ranch girls, and was inclined to the belief that she was Yery
handsome and accomplished.
But when she had heard of some of the adventures the
girls had passed through, especially Arietta, she showed the
greatest respect 'for them.
"I am going to tell you a secret," she said to them along
toward the close of the afternoon. "There is going to be
a guest here to-night, who is not expected by either mother
or father. He is my affianced husband, and he is a rising
young lawyer of Denver. His name is Frank Belter, andoh ! he is just \splendid. I knew there would be a party
gotten up to ceiebrate my arrival- though they don't think
I know anything about it-and I thought I would give
them a little surprise of my own. It is a.rranged so that
Frank will arrive here some time between eight and nine.
He will be here, unless something happens, that is sure.
Now, don't say a word about it."
"Certainly we won't say anything about it," Arietta an-
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swered. "I am sure we are not the kind to do that. You
" Well, there are three crows flying orer th ere. Can you
hit one o:f them?"
have told us a secret, and we will keep it."
"I did expect to see a piano here when I came; but I sup" I'll try."
pose dad never thought about it. Jl e was anx ious fo r me
'l'he gi rl seemed surprised when she received the ready
to study music, and now that l have })llt in four months a L answer, fo r the crows she spoke of were such a. di stance away
it, and can play 'Home, Sweet H ome,' ' YanJcee Doodl e,' antl that they looked small.
a few other pieces, 1 have n't anything t o play upon. Bu t
But they were no more than a quarter of a mil e, for all
I haven't given up hopes yet. :Maybe the piano will come." th at , anc1 Wild had been known to bring clown a hawk at
"It might,'' said Anna, smiling at the remarks of t he half a mile.
girl, for she could play quite well herself, having p.ut in
He h ad brought his rifle with him, as he usually did when
three or four years at it before she came West.
he went out, for there was never telling just wh en he might
What she .was smi.1ing at was because Maggie said she run across an enemy.
had put in four month s at it.
Unslinging the rifle he took a quick, sure aim at one of
She well knew that vety little about music could be ihe crows, which were flying steadily, and pressed the triglearned in that time.
ger.
But she was not going to tell the girl that the piano she
Orang!
was longing for was in the store-room of the ranch house.
As the sharp report rang out one of the carrion birds
However, the girls now knew that .it was little in the way tumbled over and then went shooting toward the ground.
of a surprise that Maggie would receive.
" I reckon I hit him, all right, " sajd th.e young deadshot
After a while the r anch girl proposed that they go out coolly. "'I'hat is a pretty good distance to wing a crow,
for a ride.
too. But if your rifle is true, antl your hands steady, it can
"I haven't forgot how to saddle and mount a broncho if be done ever y time. Anything else you would like to Se((
I have been at a young ladies' seminary so long," she said done, Miss Oaks ?"
"Yes, I would Tike to see you hit something with a resmilingly. "I don't intend to give up my horse, even after
I am married to Frank. Come on. I suppose you are all' volver. L et me see. What will you shoot at?"
Wild quickly drew a silver dollar from bis pocket.
gr~at with horses. You have spent so much o'f your time
"Here," he said quickly as he handed th e coin to her.
riding about the country."
Th e proposition just suited the girls, so they went out "Ride ahead of me, and when you get ready just throw it as
high as you can. I'll try and hit it for you."
with her.
"Oh, my ! Can you do it ?" she cried, more surprised
'l'hey found Wild and his partners near the corral, lookthan ever.
ing at some of the stock with the ranchman.
"Well, I'll try, anyhow."
They were at once invited to take a ride, and they all ac"I almost believe you can do it."
cepted.
"Go ahead and try me."
In a few minutes they were mounted and speeding over
Maggie looked the dollar over as though she wanted to
the prairie.
make
sure that there were no bullet marks on it, and then
Maggie took pains to show her skill, and she proved to
started
her horse at a gallop across the range.
she
be an excellent rider.
Wild rode behind her at a distance of about twenty feet ,
But she scarcely had the grace of Arietta, who had learned
to ride' in the saddle when she was scarcely eight years of the rest following closely.
The girl ktlew how to throw, and she let the sil ver coin
age, and since that time had become able to master the most
go
high in the air.
vi cious bronchos.
It
fl.ashed .and sparkled in the sunlight, and all could
As they were coming back, after making a circle about the
see
it.
grazing grounds, Maggie rode up alongside of our hero and
Our hero's partners and the girls were unconcerned, but
said:
Maggie and her father looked eager and expectant.
"'You are the champion deadshot of the West, Mr. West.
Suddenly Wild whipped out one of his revolvers.
Mother told me that soon after you were introduced to me.
Crack!
Suppose you show me how to shoot?"
As the r ep-art rang out th e coin took a jump and went
"I reckon you know how to shoot, all right, Miss Oaks," spinning off in a different direction.
Wild answered with a smile. "It would hardly be necessary
Every one knew it had been hit, and a cry went up from
:for me to attempt to show a girl who has been reared on a the ra.nchman.
ranch."
"Jest look at that!" he said excitedly. "There ain't a
"Oh, of course I know how to fire a gun," was the reply. man on ther ranch what could do that. Even Maverick
"But I am not an accurate shot. You are, I understand. Mike couldn't!"
By accurate I -mean to say that you seldom or never miss
"What's that?" asked Wild as he swung his horse around
what you shoot at."
and rode back. "Did you mention the name of Maverick
"Well, that is the way to be. When you fire at anything Mike?"
"Why, yes," replied the ranchman. "Do you know him?"
you must always be sure that you have the object covered
"I reckon I do; and he !mows me, too. Does he work for
before pulling the trigger. If one always does that the shot
·
will be bound to be made. Some take too long. a time in you, Mr. Oaks?"
"Why, yes. Maverick is a pretty good man, too. H e's
getting aim, and that means a miss oftener than a hit. I'll
got a bad failin', they say, though. When he gets whisky
take a shot at something if you will tell what."
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in him he's putty rough in his ways. But, take him sober,
he's a good one. Dick Mooney, my foreman, says that himself."
"Well, !,had a little trouble with Maverick Mike, as you
call him, over in Turner. I suppose he has it in for me
good and strong. He told me so, in fact."
"He did, eh? Did he shoot at yer ?"
"No, not as bad as that. I didn't let him, you sec."
"Well, by gracious! I hope you an' Maverick don't
come together to-night. He might shoot yer. As I said
afore, he's mighty bad when he's been drinkin'."
"Well, he had- better be careful, dad," spoke up Maggie.
"I don't like Maverick, anyhow, though I always treated
l1im right. But if he starts to make trouble here to-night I
hope he gets his medicine, that's all!"
· The girl seemed to have forgotten her "citified" ways,
and she was talking as a ranch girl again.
"Don't worry," said Wide coolly. "I reckon he won't
make much of a disturbance. I'll be on the watch for him,
and since he belongs on the ranch I won't kill him, either.
I'll just make him behave himself; you can bet on that!"
Charlie went and got the silver dollar, and a.fter they all
had a look at the bullet mark on it they rode back to the
ranch.
/

~

CHAPTER VII.
THE PIANO.

Hop Wah remained very quiet the rest of the afternoon.
The truth was that he. felt rather ashamed of himself for
what he had done at the dinner table.
It made him feel it more keenly because the ranchman
and his family had taken it contrary to the way almost' any
one else would have done.
Instead of being cast out by them he had been given a
present of five dollars!
This was indeed remarkable.
But the more Hop thought over it the more he felt that
he had struck a very fine place.
He couldn't help thinking of how Sambo and his wife
ha.d acted when the cracker exploded, too, and that made
him smile.
When it came time for supper only very light food was
served, since there was to be a regular "feed" ser-ved about
ten o'clock.
That is the way Ranchman Oa.ks put it.
Mrs. Oaks came to the kitchen as the two old servants
and_the Chinamen were sitting down, and looking at Hop
she said:
"While it was very funny what you did at noontime, I
hope you will let things go a£ they are now. We don't
want to get the kitchen dirty, because we expect a lot of
company here to-night. You are an awful sma.r t heathen,
I know; b1Jt jest be good this time, will you?"
"Me be velly muchee goodee," Hop an&wered, bowing
politely to her. "Me no makee any tlouble, so be."
"All right. I'll take your word for it. I feel pretty sure
that you wouldn't lie to me. Now, don't eat so much that
you won't have any appetite to-night."
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Hop bowed as she went out, and when the door closed he
turned to Samba and said:
"You hear what um lady say; n ow you velly muchee be
goodee, so be."
"She done mean yo'," _retorted the darky in surprise.
"Wl.iat fo' yo' talk dat way?"
"Allee light. Me undelstand; me makee yo' be goodee,
so be."
"When yo' done git t'rough yo' supper yo' come outside,
an' I'll make yo' understan' dat I aint no :fiool, Mister
Chinee. De boss done gib yo' five dollars, 'cause he t'ink
you very smart. I'll knock dat money out of yo' !"
Hop was really surprised when he heard this.
'l'he darky had learned about the gift he had received, and
it did not seem to set good with him.
Wing grinned "'.hen he saw that his brother felt uneasy
over the threat.
Nothing would have suited him better than to see Hop
·
get a thrashing at the hands of the darky.
He felt that it would do him good.
The supper was soon over with, and then, putting on a
bluff, Hop pulled the big, old-fashioned pistol he always
carried from under his coat and walked out of the house.
But Samba did not appear to mind this.
He had issued the challenge, and he meant to sti~k t o it.
He walked over to the wall and took down a rusty old
musket.
Holding it ready for use he marched out of the kitchen
after the Chinaman.
The moment Hop saw him his face turned a sickly hue.
He did not want to get shot, or even shot at, {or that
matter.
But he felt that he had to do something.
,
Fortunately the old weapon he had was not loaded with
bullets.
There were six chambers to it and each had a load of
powder in it.
On top of the powder was more powder, but not gunpowder.
It was that which makes colored fire when lighted.
There were three color&-red, blue, and green- in the
chambers, two of them loaded alike, of course.
Hop had not thought the old darky would come out, and
he had only pulled the old-fashioned six-shooter for a
bluff. ·
But when he saw him with the musket he realized that
he would have to do something.
Cocking the pistol he pointed it at him an d pulled the
trigger.
Bang!
A stream of red fire came from the muzzle and almost
reached Samba.
He uttered a sharp cry and dodged around the corner of
the house.
Bang!
Hop let go again.
This time it was green fire.
Out through the kitchen came our hero and his partners,
followed by the ·ranchman and his wife an:d daughter.
Bang!
Hop let a streak of blue fire go in the air, just to show
them what he was doing.
'
0
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==================================================================The tlarky'~ wife was going on at a great rate, for she
Hop poured out a drink in the tin cup that was 6ffered

'

thought he had been killed by the China.man.
Wild quickly explained to Mrs. Oaks that Hop was simply
having a little fun, and she, in turn, explained to the old
woman.
But not until Sambo was found, without a scratch on
him, was she satisfied.
"Ivle see heathen shoot straight at my man," she declared.
"l\IIuch red fire come."
"But that was a.11 there was-reel fire, Betty," the ranchman's wife answered. "There wasn't any lead in the gun."
"Very bad heathen!"
.
"No, he isn't bad; he is funny, Betty. Don't think he is
bad."
The old woman shook her head.
But she was going to try to think the way her mistress
told her to, for she was great on obeying orders.
The excitement was soon over, and when Sambo finally
bTOught the old musket into the house Wild took it from
him and made an examination of it.
A smile came over his face.
"Why, the thing isn't loaded," he said. "It would
require a. day's work on it to make it so it would go off if a
load was put in it. Then you would have to hit the cap with
a hammer, for the lock is broken. That's a fine thing to
get frightened about, Hop."
"Me no gittee scare; makee outee me gittee scare, lat
allee," declared Hop just as though he meant it.
But Wild and his friends knew better.
They were pretty certain that he had fired his first shot
in desperation, for he was very much afraid when any one
got after him with a gun.
l3ut the way it had turned out made Hop get the best of
it, anyhowi for the colored fire had done that.
The Chinaman was called by the ranchman, who promptly took him to the little room where the whisky was kept.
"I reckon you're entitled ter somethiri' ter drink fur
that," Oaks said. "Now, don't say a word about it, but I'm
gain' ter show yer somethin'."
"Allee light, Misler Oaks. You velly nicee man. Me
likee you velly muchee."
"But we'll have ther drink first. Gosh! but you're ther
greatest Chinaman I ever seen. Hop, do yer know I 'd be
be about as happy as I could be to-night if it wasn't fur one
thing."
"What.tee lat?" Hop asked.
"Well, I'm afraid there'll be trouble here to-night. All_
ther cowboys will be here, a.n' Maverick Mike is bound ter
be with 'em. I'm afraid he'll git in a row with Young
Wild West."
"You likee him allee samee better lan you likee Misler
Wild?"
"No, I don't like him so much. He does his work well,
that's all. Ter tell ther truth, I'm a little afra.i d of him.
If I waster discharge him I'd be afraid he'd let me have a
bullet ther first time he got a chance. Why, once I was
dead sure that be stole a lot of my calves, but I didn't dare
ter say anything about it. Maybe he didn't do it, though,
so it is a good thip.g I didn't say nothin'."
"Lat man allee samee steallee anytling; me knowee um
bad man when me see um. Mavelick , Mikee no goodee !
You allee samee gamble on la.t, Misler Oaks."

him, anq bowing low to the ranchman swallowed it. ·
Oaks had already taken about enough to make him talkative, and w~en he got another one in him he. was ready to
tell the Chinaman all he knew.
He would have liked it if Wild and his partners had
visited the little room with him, but he had learned that the
scout seldom drank, an·cl that the two boys never took anything strong, so he fell back upon the clever Chinaman, who
was always ready to indulge in a little tanglefoot, a.s he
called it.
"Misler Wild. allee samee takee care of Mavelick Mikee,
11Iisler Oaks," said Hop as he wiped his mouth. "You no
wally ' boutce lat. Now whatee you wantee showee me?"
"I want yer ter see Maggie's new pianner. It's a beauty,
wr kin bet ! It's a wonder we've been able ter keep her
from seein' it; but we have, an' that makes it all ther better.
It'll come as a surprise to her to-night."
"Where um piano?" Hop asked.
"Come with me; I'll soon show yer."
As he turned to lead the way Hop slyly slipped the bottle
they bad been drinking from under his coat and then followed him.
Opening the door of the store-room the ranchma.n
went in.
Hop stepped in after him.
.
There was nothing like a piano to be seen.
The Chinaman knew one when he saw it, of course, and
not seeing it he turned to the man. questioningly.
"Can't see it, eh, Hop?" observed Oaks with a smil~.
"Putty well hid; I reckon."
"Velly muchee hidee," Hop admitted.
"Well, I'll show yer. we put th er wooderr box ther thing
come in out in ther barn. But ther pianner is right in this
room. She's right hehind them barrels wliich is piled up
one on top of another, an' ther clothes-horse, with that big
blanket hangin' on it, hides ther en.cl of it. Jest step over
here. It's sartinly a beauty, as I said afore."
Hop followed him, and soori the piano was disclosed to
view.
He was inquisitive enough to raise the covering of the
keyboard, and then, before the ranchman could stop him, he
struck the keys with his left hand and ran his r.i,ght thumb
nearly the entire length of the keyboard.
The sounds that came from the instrument startled Hop
himself, and he knew that it must have bee:t;t heaTcl in other
parts of the house.
This was indeed a fact.
There was a sudden shout and then· Maggie came rushing
into the store-room.
The ranchman pulled Hop oU:t of the way in time and
the piano was hidden from view.
But the girl had heard it, and she knew it must be in that
room.
"I have found you out, dad," she said. "I knew you
would have one for me. Where is it?"
"I don't know what you're talkin' about, Maggie," the
ranchman declared, shaking his head.
"Yes, you do, dad. Tell me where it i&-quick !"
Just then her mother came in, followed by the girls.
"Yer might as well let her see it now, Morris," said the
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former. "You couldn't keep away from it, it seems. What ·an' I want tcr git started with my old buckboard an' team
in about five minutes. My' wife is waitin' fur me now.
did yer want ter play on it fur?"
"It wasn't me; it was Hop," was the reply. "He done it She's got ther horses bitched up, an' she'll be around here
after me afore I know it. It ain't often that I close up this
'
afore I could lift a hand ter stop him."
time in ther day, but this is an occasion that sartinly de'I'he girl grabbed Hop by the arm almost fiercely.
"Show me where it is, you almond-eyed rascal!" she mands it. A mighty good friend of mine is givin' ther
blow-out, an' 1 wouldn't miss it fur a ·good deal."
cried.
"Ah, I see. llfoybe it is the same 'blow-out,' as you call
Without an.)' hesitation he did so.
it, that I am going to. I want to get over to the Straight
'l'hen she fairly went into ecstasies.
Deal Ranch."
"Oh, dad!" she cried. "What a surprise this is!"
"That's jest where we're goin', stranger. You wasn't
"Yes, Maggie, I know," he answered. "But if yer hadn't
found one of Lhcm things here afore to-morrer mornin' many minute;; too soon, I reckon. 'l''her whole crowd is
you'd have felt mighty sore, I reckon. 0£ course it's a sur- goin'. 'l'her most of ther boys yer see here works fur Morris
Oaks, yer know. 'l'hey're all goin' ter be there; an' them
prise, if ycr want ter call it that."
1what's got gals will have them there, too. What's it goin'
"Well, it is, dad. You know it is."
"Yes, of course. But now, since yer know all about ther ter be, young man?"
"My name is Frank Belter, and I am a lawyer from
pianner, we may as well git it in thcr front room an' let
Denver. I was brought up on a ran ch, but I had a longing
ycr try it."
"Yes, ilo !" and the girl clapped her hand s with delight. to study law, and my father happened to be able to afford
"Call ther boys, Arietta," said the raJ1chman. "I reckon to let me have my way, so I succeeded. Please don't take
we'll soon shift ther blamed thing out of here. She's mighty me for a tenderfoot, f'or if you do you will make a mistake,
heavy, I know, but she's got little wheels under her, so she boys."
He turned to the crowd that had gathered inside the sakin be slid along putty easy."
Arietta hastened to get Wild and his partners, and in a loon as he spoke, and there was such a careless way about
him that they all took to him.
few minutes the piano was located in the big front room.
Then h~ told what he wanted to drink,1 and asked the
Then Maggie sat down with the music she had brought
from Denver, and for the next half hour there was music in rest to take what they liked.
It was just then that Maverick Mike came in.
the house-if it could be called music.
He was pretty well sobered up, and he was going to take
After a while Anna was induced to play a little, and she
'just one drink before he set out for home to tog up for
made them all open their eyes.
the blow-out.
· "Hello!" said he, looking sharply at the stranger.
"Where did you drop from, young man?"
"Denver," was the reply. "What are you going to have
CHAPTER VIII.
to drink?"
"I'll take jest about two fingers of redeye, jest ter steady
OF.I!' FOR THE "BLOW-OUT. "
my nerves, I reckon," was the reply.
Maverick Mike was certainly in a l:Jetter humor after
Lame Jack was just about to close up his saloon when the
his ljttle spree. He even grinned when he saw that the
stagecoach rolled into town.
It was only twice a week that this occurred, for the fiddler was there.
'l'hey all drank, and then Lame Jack turned to the young
travel to and from the nearest railroad station, which was
·
from Denver and said:
lawyer
older
the
of
forty miles awa;y, was nothing to brag of, as one
''I reckon you kin ride along with me an' my wife, if
settlers put it.
But the route paid the owners pretty well for all that, for yer ain't got no other way ter git over ter ther ranch."
"Thank you. I'll be glad to go with you. I was wonthere was considerable in the way of express goods to be
dering how I was going to get there."
carried back and forth.
"You're goin' ter ther ,blow-out, eh?" inquired MaveriCk,
It happened that the stage had but one passenger on
looking at him sharply. .
this trip.
"Yes; but there is only one person there who knows I am
He was a good-looking young man of twenty-three, and
the suit of clothes he wore made the cowboys and settlers coming."
·
"An' you hail from Denver, yer say?"
open their eyes.
"Yes, that's right."
There was something about his looks that told that '.:e
"Maybe yCYU're acquainted with ther gal what's jest come
was not exactly a tenderfoot, for there was a belt about his
waist and an inch or two below bjs tailor-made coat the from there to-day?"
"I am. I am going to be at the blow-out on her invitamuzzle of a big six-shooter could be seen.
"Yer want ter hurry up, stranger, if yer want anything tion."
"Oh, yer are, eh?"
out of this shanty," called out Lame Jack, who felt it his
"That's right," and the young lawyer looked at him fearduty to take in a little more change if he could do it withlessly, though it was easy to tell that he felt he was
out spoiling his plans.
"I won't trouble you any longer than to buy a drink for "treading on the man's corns," so to speak.
"Did yer ever, talk much ter Maggie up in Denver?"
myself and the crowd, and ask a question," was the reply.
"Come right in, then. I'm goin' ter a blow-out to-night, asked ·Maverick a'fter a pause.
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"Yes. I talked to her as often as three nights in a
week."
" Did yei; ever hear her say anything about Maverick
Mike?"
"Yes, I heard her say once that there was a cowboy on
her father 's ranch who bore that name. She said he had
annoyed her with his attentions, and that he was a very
bad man when be got full of whisky."
"Oh, she did, eh? Well, I'm Maverick Mike."
"Is that so ? Well, I'm glad to meet you. I was a cowboy once myself, you know. How are you, Maverick?"
Frank Belter actually put out his hand to the villain.
"Oh, I 'm putty good."
Then Maverick shook with him, and Dick Mooney and
the rest of the cowboys looked relieved, for they thought
there was going to be trouble.
Maverick excused himself and went outside.
He mounted his horse and rode off, being the first to
leave.
Then the buckboard came around to the front of the
place and Lame Jack's wife, who was driving, called out
for him to hurry up and close the shanty.
"I've got a passenger,'' he said as he led Frank Belter out
and then introduced him.
His wife was quite satisfied, so the young man threw bis
grip and suitcase in behind and got on the seat with them.
Lame Jack's wife did the driving, and off they went for
the Straight Deal Ranch.
The cowboys soon came .galloping along after them, and
before they got to the ranch they were pa{lsed by them and
left in the rear.
Belter told them all about himself before they got there,
and be even admitted that he expected to marry Maggie
·
Oaks.
"Well," said Lame Jack, "I reckon you've got a riva.J,
fur ;Maverick Mike has been sweet on tber gal fur this good
while. He'll try mighty bard ter cut yer out, see if he
•
don't."
"Oh, he can't come anywhere near doing that, for it is
all fixed," was the reply.

CHAPTER IX.
THE "BLOW-OUT" BEGINS.

. It was just about eight o'clock when the buckboard con·
taining Lame Jack and hi s wife and the young lawyer from
Denver drove up to the door .of the ranch house.
Already some of the guests bad arrived in the persons of
- ranchmen and their wives and daughters from the surrounding ranches.
The piano was going like mad just then, and Frank
Belter smiled when he heard it, :for he knew very well
that his sweetheart was a very crude musician.
But that made him love her none the less.
He wanted her :for just what she was-a. plain, ordinary
ranch girl, and he felt that she would soon get over her
notion to become a real "city lady."
"I reckon Joe, tber fiddler, won't be needed much," observed Lame Jack as be got out of the buckboard. "That's

music, good an' plenty. 'Yankee Doodle' is ther tune, if I
ain't forgot it."
"Of course it is," spoke up his wife . "Every one ought
ter know that tune. That tune will live forever in ther
hearts of all Americans. h ought ter, too. I wonder if
that's Maggie playin' ?" ·
"Yes, it is Maggie," answered the young lawyer. "I
would know her playing among a thousand."
" Well, I never thought she'd ever be able ter play as good
as that. She must have took to it awful quick-like."
Belter said nothing to this, but he made up his mind that
she would play a great deal better than that before a year
rolled around, or else she would quit it entirely.
The noise in the house drowned that made by the horses
and buckboard when they came up, so they ail went to the
door, which was open, and started to walk in.
It happened that the ranchman had selected Hop as the
attendant at the door, and when he saw Lame J ack he recognized him right away.
" Come light in," he said. "Evelybody welcome. "
Then he caught the saloon-keeper by the arm and whispered in his ear:
"You fetchee plenty tanglefoot, so be?"
"I didn't fetch any;" was the reply. "Ther boss got ten
gallons yisterday. I reckon the're's enough here fur all
purposes."
"Allee light. Comee light in."
The three were ushered inside, and when Maggie saw her
ir.tended sl;le forgot all about her piano al}.d threw hersel£
into ·his arms, right before the whole company.
Belter was much embarrassed, for he could hear the tittering. However, he did the right thingi :for he imprinted
a rousing kiss on the girl's lips, and that settled it.
Mr. and Mrs. Oaks did not know what to make of this,
and they looked at each other in dismay.
"I got citified, all right, mother," said the girl as she
caught the old lady about the..neck. "Look at the nice man
I'm going to have for a husband. He's a lawyer, mother,
and a smart one, too. You didn't ever think your Maggie
would marry a lawyer, did you ? You th ought I would
rick up with some common cowboy, like Maverick, or some
one else ; but I wasn't built that way-not much ! "
"That's ther .way ter talk, Maggie !" spoke up her father,
who seemed to take kindly to the young lawyer right away.
"You're eighteen years old, an' I always said as how yer
ought ter pick out ther man yer wanted. If yer like this
feller, an' he likes you, I don't see no rea on why yer
shouldn't git married. But yer needn't be in no hurry
about it, 'cause we want this pianner here a while yet. It
cost me six hundred dollars, an' more, an' I like ter hear
yer play on it."
"But if I could only play like Anna it would be somethin' worth while, dad. She can do things with it and no
mistake! Why, she kin play ther 'Blue Danube' an'
'Annie Laurie' without half tryin' ."
While the conversation was taking pla{!e F rank Belter
'
stood in the center of the room, very ill at ease.
Young Wild West was equal to the emergency, however.
He bad beard the name o:f the young man, so he soon
stepped :forward and said:
"Ladies and gentlemen, permit me to make you acquainted with Mr. Frank Belter, of Denver."
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Maverick ·Mike uttered a snarl like that of an angry
The lawyer nodded to him and looked relieved.
Then he bowed right and left, and the next minute he beast, and with a sudden leap forward he struck! the weapon
from the lawyer's hand.
was shaking hands with the company.
Back against the wall he pushed him, and then a knife
It wa s just then that the cowboys came riding up to the
gleamed in his hand.
house-those who did not belong at the ranch.
Young Wild West was so close by that not a single move
Some of them had their girls with them, and there was
·
had escaped him.
much loud talk and laughter as they came swarming in.
Like a panther he sprang forward, and with a. wellBut the ranchman had taken the cue from Wild, and he
promptly took it upon himself to introduce the stranger, directed blow felled the villainous cowboy to the floor.
"You came here looking for trouble, you sneaking gawhich was proper.
Some of the men had seen Belter over at Turner, but they loot!" he exclaimed. "You were afraid to start a row with
shook hands with him heartily and gave him a hearty greet- me, so you picked out some one you thought would stand
for it. Now, then, you light out of here ! Get up and run,
ing.
The girls, rosy-cheeked and bright-eyed, shook hands or I'll put three shots in you before you drop!"
The greatest excitement now prevailed in the big livingwith him, too, and soon Belter was perfectly at ease in the
·
room of the ranch house.
bree;:y company.
Some of the cowboys had drawn their guns, while others
"Let' s have a dance," suggested a buxom maiden, who
wa~ dressed in about all the colors of the rainbow. "Here's stood ready to.
They all took the side of our hero and the lawyer, it
Joe, ther fiddler."
"Joe's got ter have some.thin' ter wake him up first," seemed.
But they did not know that Maverick had arranged with
spoke up the ranchman. "Maggie will play 'Yankee
Doodle' fur yer while he's gittin' ready. She kin sartinly six of the worst cowpunchers to be found in that part of the
·
make ther pianner talk."
country to help him clean out the ranch that night, and
So Maggie sat down, her lover close to her to turn over that they were at that moment outside waiting for his call.
Such was the fact, however. The villain had been of the
the music for her, and the next minute the air was being
opinion that Maggie would go back on him, as he· called' it,
split by some very unearthly chords.
But the majority of the company liked it, and they con- tho11gh he had never got that far with her that he could call
gratulated her warmly after she had gone through the piece her his sweetheart.
Not that he cared so much for the girl, for he was not
seven times and decided to quit.
Then the fiddler tuned up his instrument and called out the sort of a man to love. It was in his head that if he
could marry th,e boss's daughter he would fall in as foreman
for them to take their partners for a Virginia reel.
As the couples were taking their places on the floor in iu place 0£ Dick Mooney, and then he might work himself
came the foreman of the ranch, followed by the cowboys who up to part owner.
Ancl £earing that this would not come about he had made
worked under him.
Mayerick Mike was among them. He was attired in a ready to raid the ranch while the blow-out was at its height,
and, if possible, carry off Maggie.
semi-Mexican costume, and looked rather natty, indeed.
The villain got upon his feet and without a word sneaked
He ran right up and seized Maggie by the hand.
"Welcome home, Maggie !" he exclaimed. "I reckon me for the door.
He did not call for his men to come in, £or he feared
an' you will lead this dance. We're old friends, an' we'll
do ther honors. Yer ain't got so citified that you'll go back Young Wild West would shoot him if he did.
on poor old Maverick, I know. Come right on; don't you· When he had gone ViTild turned to the fiddler and exclaimed:
care!"
-- '"Strike up the music ! I reckon the dance will go on
The girl was surprised, for it had come so suddenly that
it almost took away her breath. But, recovering herself now."
The next minute Joe, the fiddler, was scraping away, and
quickly, she pulled away from him and exclaimed:
"Take your hands off me, Maverick Mike. I want you the couples quickly sta.rted the dance.
But our hero quickly left the house, going out by the
to understand that I am a city girl now, and my fiance is
back way.
here. I ')Von't dance with you!"
He wanted to know what became o'f Maverick Mike.
"What! Goin' back on me, Maggie?" and the villain
started back, just as though he felt badly over it. "Yer
ain't goin' ter d~nce with me, eh? Where's ther galoot
what's cut me out? I'll soon make quick ,work of him, you
kin bet!"
CHAPTER X.
The villain's face was livid as he uttered the last words,
~ . and as he slowly looked around his eyes rested upon the
THE "COWBOY BUFFER" ARRANGES FOR A FIGHT.
' face of Frank Belter.
Belter was not much frightened, however.
There were times when Maverick Mike could be cool and
He pulled a gun as quick as a fl.ash.
·
"I didn't come here with the expectation of getting into crafty.
As enraged as he was when Young Wild West ordered
trouble," he said rathe! coolly, "but I am always prepared
to meet it. You take back what ypb. just said or I'll drop him to leave the house he managed to get his mind into a
'
pretty fair state for thinking rapidly.
your carcass to the floor!"
1
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He knew quite well that he stood no show with the boy;
he hacl been taught that much only that morning.
Consequently he must depend ,upon his wits to help him
out.
_\.s we have stated, he cared little for the ranchman's
daughter, other than by winning her he might get ahead
in the world.
When he went out of the house he clroppecl her entirely.
But when he did this he pioked up another girl.
It was Arietta.
She was Young Wild West's sweetheart. He had heard
and seen quite enough to make him know that much.
"She's ther one I want," he muttered as he headed for
the place where he had told his six villainous friends to .be.
"I'll kidnap her jest ter spite Young Wild West, an' I'll do
it afore morn in'. Then let ther boy come ter look fur her!
That's what I want! Ther spring round-up is ter start
to-morrer, but I reckonathey won't have me ter help. I've
quit workin' as a cowboy forever. I'm a bad man, as I've
always said, an' I am bad in every sense of ther word. Of
course I'd like ter pop over that young lawyer what's caphued ther heart of ther foolish girl; but I don't want ter
git him half as bad as I do Young Wild West. I'll jest
have a little talk with my boys. I know I kin trust 'em,
'cause I felt of 'em.good an' strong afore I took 'em in with
me."
I,ess than a hundred yards from the house, under a clump
of trees, were-the men.
They had all been cowboys, but had either given it up or
been discharged for bad behavior.
Now they were putlaws, rea.dy to do almost any sort of
villainy for the sake of getting hold of a few dollars.
MaYcrick had spent nearly all his month's wages in getting them what he called "right," and now he was satisfled he had them that way.
"What's th er matter, Maverick?" asked one of them as
he strode up and made himself known. "Yer didn't stay
long, did yer r"
".No, Barley," was the reply. "I got in trouble as soon
as I got there, an' I had ter leave mighty quick or git shot."
"Had ter leave mighty quick? Why, that's funny!· Who
was there that could make you lea Ye afore yer got ready?
Who was goin; ter shoot yer ?"
"Young Wild West."
"What ! Th er boy yer was tellin' us about?"
''Yes. He's there. I didn't expect ter find him there,
·but he's there all right. I got in a row with ther feller
what's took my gal away from rne, an' jest when I ha.cl him
right ther boy ups an' knocks me down. I hadn't no show,
so I had ter take my medicine. There ain't no man as
would haYe a show with Young Wild West, boys, especially
after he'd knocked him down with his fi st. H e's only a boy,
but he kin hit jest about as hard as a mule kin kick. I
know what I'm talkin' about, fur I've been knocked down,
boys."
"Huh!" said one of them. "I'd like ter meet ther boy
as could knock me down with his fist. I was ther boss boxer
at Reno three years ago. They called me ther Cowboy
Buffer, an' I won three straight ba.ttles, an' I got somethin'
like 'leven hundred dollars out of it. Of course I got
whipped later on, but it was by a big galoot they brought
froni Chicago, who weighed nigh on ter twenty pounds

more'n I di'1. But I'd like t er see ther boy as could knock
me clown, bel ieve me when I say it! I'm as goocl now as I
ever was with my fists ."
"I know you're a good one, Holt; but you take my advice
an' don't run up agin' Young Wild West. He's a regular
world-beater, he is. !Don't think that because he's a boy
he ain't as smart as a man. He's a goocl deal smarter than
any man I ever met, you included."
The Cowboy Buffer laughed derisively.
"Blamed if I don' t go to ther house an' challenge any
galoot there ter fight me with bare knuckles, an' nothin'
else!" he exclaimed. "You've got me interested, Maverick.
By thundei: ! I 've got ter clo it, that's all there is ter it.
I'll go there an' make ont that I'm a man lookin' fur a job.
1~hen it won't take Ii1e lono- ter show what 1 am. If this
boy is anything like what y;u say he is he won't give no one
,else a chance after I put out ther challenge."
"Yer kin do it if yer want to, Holt. But if I was' you I
wouldn't do it."
Maverick spoke in a solemn tone of voice, showing that
he mean_t. just what he said.
But the Cowboy Buffer was determined.
"I'm goin', boys,'' he declared. '"Maverick, if I kin do
anything fur you while I'm there, jest say ther words."
"Well, if yer kin git hold of ther best lookin' gal there,
which is ther one with ther golden hafr an' blue eyes, jest
whisk her away. I've made up my mind ter kidnap he.r.
She's Young Wild West's sweetheart, an' I want ter scoop
her so he'll foller an' try ter find her. Then I'll git a
chance ter shoot him, which I'm bound ter do th.er minute
I git ther chance ter draw a bead on him. I've got ter
down Young Wild West, boys. There ain't no use talkin'.
T'her world ain't big enough fur ther two of us."
"Oh, we'll help yer down him, Maverick," Barley spoke
up. "But we want ter git some money out of this -thing,
too. We want ter git Rll that Oaks has got in ther house.
That's what woe agreed on, yer know. We waster have all
ther money that was took, an' you was ter git ther darter."
"That's right. I 'll stick ter what I said, only I'm after
a different gal now. I want Young Wild West's sweetheart."
"Well, if I kin git in that house an' whip Young Wild
West I reckon I'll l'la,·e a chance ter go around a little,"
~aid the Qowboy Buffer. "I'll find out where ther money is,
you kin bet. I'll bet all I've got that I'll lick ther boy, an'
I'll win, too. If he's sich a great fighter ma.ybe I'll git odds.
I've only got nine dollars, but that's a putty good starter.
Maybe some of yer wants ter chip in an' make a bigger bet
of it."
No one seemed disposed to do this, for the others acted
as though they agreed with Maverick when be said that no
one stood a show with Young Wild West.
"Where did yer git nine· dolla.rs from, Holt?" Maverick
asked.
"Oh, we held up a ranchman who was comin' over for
ther blow-out. He was all alone, an' he was easy. He had
jest fifty-four dollars with him, an' we divided it up. We
chucked his carcass in ther creek after we got through with
him. I reckon it's all right. We're outlaws, anyhow, so
what do we care?"
Maver ick shrugged his shoul de.rs.
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Such a ~old-blooded admission as this staggered him, even
though he knew he had scoundrels to deal with.
But it made him more sure that he could depend upon
the men. doing almost anything he wanted them to, so long
as there was money in sight.
That there was he felt certain, for he now meant to wa.i t
until the "blow-out" was about over, and then the most
.
of those in the house wo17ld be asleep.
In spite of the ail.vice all his friends gave him, Holt was
determined to go to the house and announce himself as a
man looking for a job.
Then he would offer to fight any man in the place for the
amount he possessed.
Seeing that nothing could persuade him ·to change his
mind, Maverick gave him a dollar so he would have ten to
bet, and then the Cowboy Buffer set out, first mounting his
horse so it would appear that he ha.cl just ridden in from
the prairie.
"We'll all sneak up as close as we kin, an' if we can't
see, we kin hear what goes on," said Barley.
" "That's right," one of the others answerea.
Barley went on up to the house, his horse on a sharp
trot.
The rest left their horses under the trees and sneaked up
through the darkness..
They had not been gone long when a lit11e figu.re stepped
up to the horses and took charge of them.
It was Young Wild West!
The dashing young deadshot had fbllowed Maverick Mike
and he had heard every word that had been said.
Wild was never much surprised at anything he saw or
heard, but when he learned the plans of the scoundrels he
was almost tempted to open fire on them right then and
there.
But his usual coolness prevailed, and he ma.de up his
mind to have a. round-up of scoundrels before the spring
round-up began.
As might be supposed, the boy was eager to .fight the
Cowboy Buffer with fists.
Though the man was bigge!· and heavier than he, as he
had been able to discern, that ma.de no difference.
He h51d learned the art of self-defense, and learned it
well.
. Wild feared no man, whether it was a fight with fists or
with any sort of weapon.
Re was aS quick as lightning and active as a panther,
and being cool and self-possessed at all times, he depended
on his skill .and strength to carry him through.
His face wore a smile as he hurried to get around to
the rear of the house, so he would be inside when the villain
came in.
He just managed to do this, and aiter hastily letting
Charlie and Jim know what was up, he walked to the door,
where Oaks was talking to the stranger.
"Here's a man lookin' fur a job, Wild," said the ranchman. "I reckon I'll hire him, 'cause ther spring round-up
starts to-morrer, an' I'll need all ther men I kin git."
"That's right, Mr. Oaks. Hire him, by all means. He
· looks like a husky fellow. Built on the lines of a prize:fighte:r, I should say."
Nothing could have been said that would have suited
Holt any better.

As he came in at the ranchrnan's inYitation he clenched
his fist and felt of his muscle.
"Young feller, you must be a putty good jedge of folks.
I used ter be a prize-fighter. They called me ther Cowboy
Buffer out in Reno, an' I whipped all what come afore me
till they brought a real professional from Chicago, an' he
was so much heavier than me that he got ther best of me.
But I fought without trainin', an' I had too much bug-juice
in me at ther time."
'11here was no doubt that Holt thought he could whip
the boy in a fight.
He was so confident that he put himself in a sparring
attitude before him.
'l'he fiddler was playing his loudest in th~ big living-room
of the ranch and tlie laughter of the dancers ra~g out in
peals.
No one knew of the villain's presence save Wild and his
two partners and the ranchman.
"You wouldn' t think about :fighting me-a boy, would
you?" asked our hero, making out that he was afraid of
the man.
"Of course not," was the reply. "But I'll jest bet ten
dollars, which is all ther money I've got, that I kin lick
any man on ther ranch!"
"And any boy, either, I suppose?"
Wild spoke in the cool and easy way that was so natural
to him, and Oaks looked at him in surprise.
Charlie and Jim remained in the background, both feeling as though they would like to take a chance at the scoundrel.
"Well, it ain't likely that a boy would want ter face me
in a fist-fight," answered Holt. "You wouldn' t, would
yer ?"
"Oh, I don't know. To tell the truJh, I don't think you
could whip me. I learned how to box when ~ was about
fourteen years of age. I went to a school in St. Louis, and
I whipped the bully the second day I was there. Then I
took lessons from a good instr.uctor, and it was not long before I was able to put up a good fight. I reckon you
couldn't whip me, boy as I am."
'
· "Well, I'll try yer, if yer feel like it. . It'll be jest a
friendly bout, yer know. But ter make it interestin', I'll
bet yer ten dollars I'll make yer holler enough."
"All right. I'll go you. Corne right in here. The dance
is over. We'll let everybody see the fun."
The fiddler had stopped playing and some of the dancers
·
were coming out into the hall.
\
"Ladies and"gentlemen," called out Wild in a voice loud
enough to be heard by a.11, "the next thing will be a boxing
bout between the Cowboy Buffer and myself. This wa·s n't
clown on the programme, but I reckon it will be worth seeing, just the same. Those of the ladies who don't like to
see bloo<k spilled bad better keep away, for I expect to get
hit on the nose the first thing. My nose bleeds easily, you
know."
Holt began to grow a trifle uneasy, for he did not like
'
the cool way the boy had.
But he was in for it now, and feeling that he was able to
win he followed Wild into the big room, where the biggest
part of the guests were assembled.
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CHAPTER XI.
THE FIS'r FIGHT.

To say that the guests were surprised would be expressing
it mildly.
.r one of them knew who the stranger was, much less expecting that he was going to :fight with Young Wild West.
But the cool and easy way of our hero so0n reassured
them, and they gathered around expectan . , some of the
girls retiring to another part of the house.
as any blood
There was no carpet on the :floor, so if the
spilled it could be easily cleaned up.
Holt put on a very bold front.
''We'll let ther boss hold ther ·stake mo ," he said.
" Ladies an' gents, this is goin' ter be jest a · iendly bout,
though there's money up. I'm a stranger here, an' I've jest
been hired ter help with ther round-up which starts tomorrer. I'm ther Cowboy Buffer, an' this boy seems ter
think he kin whip me."
" I reckon yer don't know who you're .up agin', do yer ?"
asked Lame Jack as he limped over the room.
"Oh, that don't make no difference. I ain't afraid of no
man, much less a boy. Maybe he's mighty quick, an' all
that. But he ain't goin' ter hit me. If he does manage ter
land. a blow or two it won't hurt me. any. I'm as tough as
an old bull, an' nothin' short of an ax would knock me
down."
".All right. But I'll jest tell yer that" it's Young Wild
West, ther champion deadshot, what you're goin' ter :fight,"
said Lame Jack, putting emphasis on the words.
"Well, this ain't goin' ter be no shootin' game; it's ter be
a fight with jest fists. I'll let some one hold my gun an'
knife, an' he'll do ther same."
"That's -right," said Wild, and he quickly passed his
weapons to Jim Dart.
Lame Jack took those of the Buffer, and then the two
stepped to the center of the room.
The majority of the men present rather liked the proceeding, for it was something more than they had expected to
see at the "blow-out," and they were always interested in
contests of any kind.
".Are we going to ::fight by rounds?" Wild asked, smiling
at the villain. '
"No, there ain't no use in that. We'll jest :fight ti-11 it's
over with, no hittin' when a man's down. If you happen
ter knock me down, an' I don't git up by ther time ther
boss counts ten, slow, then I'm done fur. ~Ther same way
if you git knocked down."
"All right. I understand, so say when you're ready."
'l'he Buffer took off his hat.
"I'm ready," he said, squaring off after the fashion of a
prize-fighter.
Biff !
OUT hero shot out his left straight from the shoulder and
caught him on the short ribs.
The man staggered back, quivering like a leaf, and acting
on the advantage he had gained by the ::first blow, Wild
leaped after him and landed a right on his cheek.
Down went H olt as though he had been hit by an ax.

"MAVERJCK MIKE."

A shout of applause went up, some of the females in the
·
room joining in.
But when he said he was able to stand punishment the
Cowboy Buffer had told no lie.
He was one of the tough kind, stockily built and with a
thick skin and flesh as hard as iron.
He got upon his feet with amazing quickness.
Like a mad bull he rushed at the agile boy.
Out shot his right, and then his left, but they both hit
but the empty air.
Spat!
Wild struck him a hard one on the ear and sent him staggering.
'l'hen he went right at him, and another right sent him
to the floor again.
"I reckon you'll have to take a few more lessons before
you issue any more challenges," he said, smiling coolly at
the fallen man. "You have forgotten about all you ever
·
knew about :fighting, I reckon."
Wild had left the horses belonging to the villains at the
rear of the house, though he had not taken time to tie them
iU: his haste to get insid.e.
It was bis intention to lead his partners and some of the
cowboys out and rope them as soon as the fight was over.
But it sci happened that the horses had not stayed where
he left them.
'l'hey had come on around to the front of the house, and
seeing them, Maverick Mike and the resthad quickly oaught
them, and were waiting for their chum. to appear, either as
a victor or defeated man.
Owing to the fact that those in the room shut off the
view that might have been had through the windows, they
could not see what was going on.
But the cheering they heard told them plainly that the
Cowboy Buffer was getting the worst of it.
This time the villain rolled over once or twice in an effort
to rise, and then lay perfectly still.
The last blow Wild delivered had landed squarely on the
point of his jaw and it was too much for even the tough
cowboy.
Ranchman Oaks counted ten slowly, and then handed
Wild the money.
"That's about all, I reckon," said the boy coolly. "Now,
then, we have something else on hand. There are SL"'r scoundrels outside who must be rounded up in a hurry. Come
on, boys !"
Followed by Charlie and Jim, the brave boy .made a dash
for the front door.
Those of the cowboys who had their lariats with them
dashed after them, not knowing just what was on hand.
Holt recovered his senses just then, and leaping to his
feet he made for ,an open window.
Lame Jack and the :fi!fdler were sent sprawling to the
floor, and with a yell of de:fiµnce the villain leaped out into
the darkness.
He saw his friends near at hand with the horses, and he
ran to them with wonderful quickness.
. 'l'he next moment they all were mounted and riding from
the ranch house.
"Too late, boys!" called Young Wild West. "They have
got their horses."
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CHAPTER XII.
HOP SEES A "CLAZY NIGGEE MAN."

With their horses all at the barn, which was a good hun-·
dred yards from the house, there was small chance of our
friends catching the villains.
A couple o£ the excited cowboys fired shots at the fleeing
scoundrels, but derisive yells from them told that they had
failed to hit anything.
"Take iLeasy, boys," said Wild after he had hastily
thought it over. "The round-up starts to-morrow morning,
and the first to be rounded up will be the seven villains.
We'll find them, all right, for they won't go far. Maverick
Mike wants my life, and he will try and hang around to
get a shot at me."
"Maverick Mike!" gasped the ranchman. "Was he with
'em ?f'
"Yes, he's the leader, Mr. Oaks. I followed him when he
left the house, you see, and I saw him go to where the six
men were waiting out there undeT the trees. Then I hea.r d
quite an interesting conversation."
"Yer did?'"
The ranchman was greatly s.urprised at this.
"Come on back in the house. We'll get the galoots lomorrow, for, as I just said, I am sure they w.on't go very
far away. I'll tell you all just what the game was."
Into the house they all went, and then the boy related the
whole story.
"Well, ter think that Maverick would do sich a thing as
that!" exclaimed the rancbman.
'
" I always knowed he wasn't too good ter do 'most anything when he was full of tanglefoot," declared Dick
Mooney, the foreman, "but I didn't think he was bad
enough ter put up a job like that, blamed if I did!"
The rest of the cowboys belonging to the ranch were of
the same opinion, and they hastened to say so.
But there was all the evidence, cold and convincing, and
there was no getting over it.
"If you'd only told us ter go out an' ketch ther sneakin'
coyotes, Wild," said Cheyenne Charlie, shaking his head,
"we'd have got 'em while ther fight was goin' on."
"And then you would have missed seeing the fight,
Charlie," was the laughing reply. "But never mind. We'll
round up the galoots to-morrow."
"Yes, and I'll take a ha.n d in it, too!" spoke up Arietta.
"Since Maverick Mike wants me I'll show him that I want
him, and I'll get him, too, see if I don't."
"That's right, Et. You shall join in the i·ound-up,"
V.ild hastened to say.
A cheer went up for the plucky girl, for nearly every one
present had he~rd about her daring and skill.
Arietta looked at them and nodded.
"You will find out that I mean just what I say," she
declared.
"Well," said Wild a.fter a pause, "I reckon the dancing
can go on now. Forget about. what just happened, ladies
and gentlemen. Fiddler, just strike up something for a
quadrille. Come on, Et."
.
There was magic in the words of the boy, and in less than
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three minutes the sets were made up a:nd the dancing was
going on in .full blast.
Lawyer Belter was not at all out of his element, fo1 he
had often been present at such dances, and he did so well .
th at he was applauded roundly by the cowboys.
Meanwhile there were those at the gathering who had
a great fondness for the whisky the ranchman had in rnch
a.bundance.
Oaks himself had been celebrating a little too drong, nnc1
in spite of what his wife said, he continued to take the
guests to the little room where the whisky was kepl.
Hop had been doing a little too much drinking, too, !.nt
he was generally on hand every time he saw the ranchnrnn
heading that way.
While our hero was enjoying the quadrille Oak~ ca llc tl
two other ranchmen, who were nei ghbors, and lli e ll1rcc
went to the little room together.
Hop followed them , but did not go in.
Instead of doing that he took the key the boss had uulocked the door with and ~lipped away with it.
He knew Oaks was jnst about enough under the influence
to make him forget about trying to lock the door, for once
before he had done it.
Hop did not want to steal the whisky for his own benefit
altogether.
·
Sambo, the darky, had been complaining that the boss
had not given him a fair share of it.
The fact was that the darky was one of the sort who got
tipsy on a small quantity 0.f liquor, and, knowing this, the
boss did not want him to get that way.
When he did get a little tipsy Sambo was apt to "cut up"
in a way that was not pleasing to see.
He had a mania for running about with a big carvingknife, declaring that he was a general of the army, and that
he was going to free all the slaves in creation.
He had seen a great deal of the war in the South, and
it always worked on his mind when he got under the infiuence of liquor.
d k d
Hop did not know this, but since the darky ha as e
him to get him some whisky be was going to do it.
H
Waiting till the three men came out of the room op
watched to see what the ranchman would do when he found
the key of the door mi ssing.
But be simply pushed the do9r i.o and went on.
The Chinaman laughed softly to himself.
Then he went inside and filled two empty bottles he had
with him.
That was all he needed, so he put the key back in the
lo(k and left it.
H" found the darkv and his wife in the kitchen.
With them were t;,o more servants who had come over
with one of the ranchmen.
They were both daxkies, too, and were of the male persuasion.
The three were playing a game with dice, while Sambo'i'l
wife sat nodding in a chair, a hot cup of coffee before her.
So interested were the gamblers that they did not look
up when the Chinaman entered.
Wing had crept away somewhere and was sound asleep:,
·depending upon bis being able to awaken when it came
time for the supper.
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J iop stcppcu 80flly over and took the cup or coffee from
the table.
'l'hen he poured about haH 0£ it out and filled it up with
the whisky.
Not satisfied '~rith this, he picked up a pepper-box, and
umcrcwing the top clumped the contents in the cup.
"'l'oo badee me no tlink of um peppec before," he
thought. "Len me no havee wastee um goodee tanglefoot."
He stirred the pepper in with the spoon that was in the
cup and then placed it before the dozing old woman.
'l'hen he suddenly let out a yell and brought one of the
bottles down upon the table with a bang.
'l'he dice game stopped at once, while the players looked
at him in surprise.
"Me fetchee lillee tanglefoot, Sambo," he said, smiling at
tlie old fellow. "You allee samee helpee youself. You
ftiends takee lillee dlink, too, so be."
"T''ank yo', Marser Hop," replied the darky. "Youse am
a fine Chinee, sure."
Sambo did not wait for a glass or cup, but placing the
bottle to his lips he swallowed nearly half of it without
stopping.
His wife cried out in protest, but she was too late.
"La.t allee light," said Hop, waving his hand at her.
"You allee samee dlink um coffee, so be."
"I no drink rum1" she declared. "Coffee is better. Rum
is no good for Sambo. It makes him crazy."
"Allee light. Me likee see um clazy niggee man, so be.
Me wantee see how um lookee."
The other two darkies quickly finished the balance of the
whisky that was in the bottle, and then the old woman took
a good sip of her coffee.
Between the pepper and whisky her throat was burned so
badly that sh~ let out a yell a.nd began dancing around the
kitchen.
Then Sambo let out a whopp like a savage Indian, and
running for a closet, grabbed a big carving-knife.
"Look out, dar !"he cried, bis eyes rolling and his mouth
beginning to· froth. "Me de general, come to free de slaves.
Look out, white man!"
He made a slash at one of the other darkies, who quickly
ran out of the room.
After him went Sarnbo, who already felt the effects of
the big quantity of liquor he had swallowed, and the frightened darky headed for the room where the dancing was
going on.
'
Hop followed to see the fun, for he was in just a state of
mind that made him forget that a tragedy might be the
result.
Of course the dance was broken up right. away.
The girls screamed and got behind their pa:rtners and
there was a great commotion.
But the ranchman was equal to the occasion, however.
Before Sambo had hurt any one with the knife he tripped
him up and took it from him.
Then he gave him a pretty good beating and called for
help to get him to bed.
"Lat velly funny, ~Esler Charlie," said Hop as the scout
passed by him. "Lat um first timee me see um clazy niggee
man, so be."
" I'll bet you was tlier cause of ther 111mpus, you ya1ler
heathen!" was the reply.

CHAP'l'lim Xlll.
THE END OF THE "BLOW-OUT. "

The second interruption or the evening, while it was
i·a th er startling to some of the guests, did not create anything like the excitement the first had.
Sambo was duly put to bed by U10se who carried him
from the room, and the whisky he had drunk soon put him
to sleep.
That wound him up for the night, anyhow.
Mrs. Oaks caught her husband after it was over, and
taking him by the sleeve, she led him aside, where they
might have a nice little talk.
"Morris," said she, "you have got altogether too much
liquor in the house." ,
"I know it, my dear," was the admission. "That's ther
reason I am trying to get rid of it."
"Oh, is that so? Well, I reckon I'll help you get rid of
it. If things go on this way there will be no round-up
started to-morrow. An' everything's all ready, too. But
I'll help you get rid of the whisky. Hand me ther key of
that room, Morris."
The ranchman fumbled in his pockets, but could not
find it.
There was nothing strange about this, since it was in the
lock of the door, just as .Hop had placed it.
"I can't find it," Oaks declared after he had searched
every pocket. "I reckon I furgot ter lock ther door ther
last time I was in there."
"Forgot to lock ther door? Why, you must be gettin' as
crazy as Sambo was! Don't you know that any one is
likely to go in there an' drink enough of ther stuff to kill
'em ? Morris Oaks, you ought to be ashamed of yourself,
that's what you had! I 'll just see about this!"
The ranchman meekly nodded f or her to go ahead and do
it, and then she swept away, her bombazine dress rustling
as she went.
She did not stop until she reached the room, either, ancl
finding the key in the door she went inside.
Then Mrs. Oaks did something that really was to her credit.
She knew that the whisky would make more or less
trouble before morning, so she calmly poured all she could
find out of the window.
Not a drop remained in the room when she had done, and
as she turned to walk away she exclaimed :
"There! I reckon some of them will sober up now. I was
always opposed ter any one drinkin'; but this was an occasion when we all wanted ter make meny, an' I didn't object
when Morris said he was going to get some tanglefoot for
ther boys. But this ends it! There ain't goin' ter be no
more tanglefoot in this house, not while I'm it's mistress,
anyhow. Why, I reckon that Young Wild West an' Jim
Dart is about ther only two in ther crowd, except ther gals,
that haven't touched any of the stuff. 'J.~hat whisky I je t
throwed away might have cost good money, but I don't
care !"
But if the good woman had only known what became of
the whisky she threw out of the window she would have
bee.~ . more angry still.
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'J'be fact was that Hop Wah had heard her lecturing her
husband, and when she asked for the key he divined what
she was up to right away.
Having paid frequent visits to the room Hop knew something about it.
·
He started for it ahead of the woman, and reaching it,
carefully closed the door.
He looked around and found a pail there that held the
water the glasses had been washed in. ·
There was only one window to th.e room, and Hop
emptied the pail and then jumped out himself.
He was none too soon in doing this, for he had scarcely
started to listen when Mrs. Oaks floated into the room,
ready for the business she had on hand.
Hop was quick to think and quick to act.
As the woman started to empty the first of the jugs he
cleverly held the pail and caught the whisky.
He did this all through, and scarcely a drop of the liquor
went to the ground, as she supposed it did.
Hop had a pail half full of tanglefoot now and he did
not know what to do with it.
But he thought he had better find bottles to put it in, so
after the ranchman's wife left the room he vaulted through
the window and secured what he wanted.
·
Then he went out and around to the kitchen.
There was no one there now but the two visiting serva.nts,
and they were wund asleep in their chairs. ·
They, too, had imbibed too much whisky.
The blow-out that night at the Straight Deal Ranch
woul~have made a fine subject for a temperance lecturer.
Hop sat down and quietly filled his bottles.
Then li.e hid them for future use.
This done, he came back and looked at the two sleeping
colored men.
·
The Chinaman grinned.
.
The temptation was too great for him, so. he resolved to
play a trick upon them.
· '
There was only one way to make a complete job of it, and
that was to re.sort to his :firecracker game.
It was an old, old way of practical joking, but Hop did
not care for that.
He knew that a sharp report would do more towards
rousing a sleeper than almost anything else.
True, a pail of cold water would do it, but that would not
be a joke. That would be downright cruelty.
Hop had a few more of the crackers made up, and after
he had pondered over it for a minute or two he produced
one.
The two darkies were resting their heads on the table and
snoring away as though trying to outdo each other.
Hop calmly struck a match, lighted a cigar, and then applied the match to the fuse of the cracker.
He put it under the table, and then hastily w@t out of
the back door.
Bang!
He had hardly got there when it e:iploded with a loud
report.
Hop watched through the window, and when. he saw the
two darkies fall over backward, M though they were trying
to be exactly alike in what they did, he laughed to his
heart's content.
But he knew a crowd would rush into the kitchen right
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away to try and ascertain the cause of the trouble, so he ran
around to the front of the hopse and sat down on tb.e porch.
Puffing calmly upon his cigar he waited until he heard
some one come out of the front door.
He knew who it was, for he could tell the steps.
It was Cheyenne Charlie.
"What did yer do to ther da1·kies, Hop?" the scout asked
as he came and sat down close to him.
"Me allee samee catcbee sleepee, so me blowee uppee with
um :fireclacker," was the reply.
Hop thought there was no use in trying to lie out of it,
as he would surely ,get the blame anyhow.
/
Charlie chuckled.
He liked a joke himself, and when he thought of how it
must have been he could no,t help laughing.
But he wanted to tell the Chinaman something which be
thought would be rather surprising to him. ·
"Hop," said he; "I reckon yer won't git no mo·re tanglefoot to-night."
"Whattee mattee ?"
The clever Chinaman affected great surprise.
"Well, Oaks's wife poured tber whole business out of ther
window. Ther ground had a good drink, I reckon."
"Lat too bad," said Hop, shaking his head. "But me
no care, so be. Me gottee allee me wantee."
"I reckon yer have. That ain't no lie you've told, anyhow."
"Wantee smokee um cigar, Misler Charlie?"
"Yes~ give me one for Wild, too. He said a little while
ago he would like to have one of your cigars. He wants
something a little strong."
/
"Allee light."
Hop handed over the cigars, not thinking that Charlie
had merely used our hero's name so they would be genuine
cigars, free from any po·wder or other explosive.
He lighted one and sat there smoking.
By this time the night was pretty well advanced.
It was nearly tima for sup_per, and as they heard dishes
rattling in the room back of them they both began to grow
hungry.
Dancing struck up just then, so Charlie got up and went
inside.
Hop grew very drowsy then, and his cigar dropped from
his mouth, and half a minute la.t er he was dozing.
But he did not doze for long.
Suddenly two dark forms appeared, and creeping up to
him softly they seized him and ran around the house with
him.
·
They were the darkies he had aroused with the cracker.
It is hardly necessary to say that Cheyenne Charlie had
put up the job.
He thought ·it would do the fun-loving Chinaman good
if his two victims got hold of him and gave him a good
mauling.
This they did, too, and every one was satisfied save the
Chinaman.
But he soon forgot it when he was called to supper, for
he was rather hungry.
Nothing worth recording took place after that, and when
morning dawned Cheyenne Charlie was the only one awake
in the house.
1
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CHAPTER XIV.
THE START FOR THE ROUND-UP.

Young Wild West had not taken a great deal of sleep
during the night, but he was as fresh as ever when he arose
\lhortly after daylight began.
He was anxious to get after the seven villains and 'round
them up, and he wanted to take three or four o.f the cowboys in addition to his two partners.
It was Charlie who aroused him, as per agreement. He
had stood the last two hours' watch, and he had indulged in
even less sleep than our hero.
But one night never interfered much with our hero and
his partners.
·
They were hardened to all so·r ts of things, and they were
made of the sort of material that can well stand it.
Jim was soon up, and then the three walked outside and
took a look around.
'
The broad yellow streaks in the east told pretty well that
there was a fine day ahead.
As they looked around in every direction the only living
things they could see was a herd of cattle grazing off to the
south.
The cattle were not scattered, so it occurred to them that
there would be little trouble in taking care of them and
getting them to the corral.
Where the trouble would come in was the scattered yearlings and the strayed cows with calves.
"Boys," said Wild, "I reckon we'll help Boss Oaks with
his round-up. He is what I call a pretty good sort of a
man, though, like a good many, he has one bad failing."
"What's that, Wild?" asked the scout, yawning and rub1bing his eyes.
"He is too fond of strong drink."
"Oh, that don't a,ount ter nothin'. It ain't likely he
keeps it up right along. Yer couldn't expect much else in
a case like this. His citified darter come home an' he had
ter celebrate, didn't he?"
"He celebrated, all right," spoke up Dart with a laugh;
"but his wife rather cut his fun short when she emptied the
whisky out of the window."
"That was a putty clever thing, wasn't it?" and the scout
grinned.
"I wonder how much of the whisky Hop got hold of
before she threw it away?" said Wild, shaking his head.
"That Chinaman never gets left, you know. He'll have
bottles of whisky hidden around for the next week to come,
and I'll bet on it!"
"Oh, that's sartin," Charlie nodded. "J seen him go to
ther rooljll where ther stuff was at least half a dozen times
with ther boss. It's funny how Oaks come ter take ter
Hop, after he'd made his kitchen look like a. hog-pen turned
upside down."
"Well, he likes a little fun, and the trick Hop played on
Wing and the servants struck him just right. He would
not have cared if the whole kitchen had been blown up."
"I don't believe he would," said Jim.
"Well, boys, a little coffee won't go bad pretty soon, and
with a good chunk of broiled tenderlo·in and some bread I

reckon I can m11ke a meal that will keep me in trim till
we round up Maverick Mike and his gang."
"Tha.t same dose will do me, too," spoke up Dart, shaking
his head approvingly.
"Me, too," added the scout, smacking his lips in anticipation. "It don't make no difference how late I eat a supper; I'm jest as hungry when breakfast-time comes."
"Well, let's go into the kitchen and see what we can do."
They went around to the back, since the entire house was
taken up by the sleepers.
The men had bunked in all over the house, with the exception of the big room where the dancing had been held,
!for this had been left to the females.
In the kitchen were Hop and Wing and the two darkies
who had come along with their boss just to spend the evening with Sambo.
They all lay upon the floor and were sleeping as soundly
as though morning was a long way off.
rrhe scout grinned when he saw them.
"How would a :firecracker do about now, Wild?" he
asked.
"No, Charlie," was the reply. "There is no use in arou,-ing the rest. You might arouse Wing, though. We want
him to get us something to eat."
The scout nodded, and stepping over to the sleeping
Chinaman he caught hold of his queue and lifted him to his
feet.
"Whattee mattee?" cried Wing, rubbing his eyes and
staring about him sleepily.
"Get some coffee on the stove," Wild answered. "Hurry
up! Then see to broiling some of the beef that is hanging
up out in the outhouse. We've got important business on
hand, and we want our breakfa st before we get at it."
"Allee light, Misler Wild," and the cook brightened up
right away.
He ha~tened to the well outside, ancl drawing water,
treated his face and hands to a good wash.
Then he hastened to kindle a fire in the kitchen stove.
"I reckon we don't want them galoots la yin' around here
in ther way, do we?" asked Charlie, nodding toward Hop
and the two darkies.
"No, I can't say that we do,'' our hero answered.
"All right, then. Jim, lend us a hand."
The boy understood, and in less than two minutes all
three of the sleepers were seized and dragged outside.
They were awakened, of course, and it was not long be:fore
they understood what was going on, and that it was daylight.
The sun was just rising when Wing had the breakfast
prepared.
Then, just as they were sitting down to it, Arietta appeared on the scene.
"I guess I am in time," she said with a smile. "I want
to take part in the round-up of the villains, you know,
Wild."
"All right, Et," was the reply. "Sit down and eat your
breakfast."
She was not long in making ready for it, and then they
all ate together.
,
The rest were still sleeping when they made for the barn
to get their horses.
They found two of the cowboys there loading up the
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grub wagon s preparatory to starting out on the range for
the round-up, and 1rhcn they told lh em that they wanted
three or four good me n to go wilh th em on the trail of
l\laverick .Mike, Dick .Jfooney was quickly aroused.
He awoke three others, wh o he declared were just the
ones for the purpose, and th ey were not long in getting
ready.
They had rations a11 prepared, so they at e as they rode
away with our fri end s.
They were a little surpri sed at see ing a girl with the
party, but when th ey remembered Urnt Arietta had declared that she was going to help catch the scoundrel who
had planned to kidnap her the night before they gave her
credit for sticking to it.
Wild was not long in :finding the trail.
The villains had ridden straight away from the ranch,
and when he made the di scovery that th e horses' tracks led
to the trail that went toward Turner he hardly knew what
to make of it.
"The galoots were pretty bold if they went over to the
town," he observed, shaking his head as though he .could
hardly believe that such was the case. " But it points that
way, and so we'll follow th e tracks, that's all."
It was no difficult matter to follow them, since they had
been made after the gu ests had come to the ranch, and they
were the only fresh tracks that led in that direction .
The little party rode on, and as they gradually neared
the town- it became plain. to them that the villains had
gone there.
Owing to the fact that they were following a trail our
<friends had not ridden very hard, and when' there were yet
three or four miles between them and th e town a horseman
showed up behind them.
It did not t ake any of th em long to see who it was.
Hop Wah was coming.
."That heathen is bound ter be in th er gam e, it seems,"
said the scout, shaking his head. " I wonder what struck
him?"
"What generally strikes him in -a case of this kind?"
asked om hero. "Don't you know that Hop always wants
to be in at the finish?"
~ "And he comes in ve1;y handy sometimes, if I know anything about it," Arietta added.
"There's no mistake about that, Et," Wild spoke up.
"Well, he sartin-ly is a great Chinee, anyhow," said the
cowboy foreman. "That joke of his with ther chicken was
about ther best thing I ever heard of. An' look how he
started ther nigger a-goin' last night! That was a regular
circus with all ther trimmin's throwed in. Ha! ha! ha!"
The three men with him joined in the laugh, for they
were of the sort who enjoyed a joke, even if it happened to
be on them.
_ They all slowed down, and th en it was not long before
Hop came riding up.
Mounted on his piebald mustang he made a rather comical picture.
He was smoking a big black-looking .Mexican cigar, and
when he got alongside them he appeared to be perfectly at
his ease.
"Me comee, too, Mi sler Wild," he said, smiling blandly.
"Maybe me all ee sa mee helpee with um lound-up."
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"All right, Hop," was the reply. " Have you got your
gun loaded ?"
· " Yes, Misler ~' ild. Allee samee loadee with um led fire
·
and um lill ee blood, so. be."
"Reel fire and a little blood!" echoed ol).e of the cowboys.
"What does he mean by a little blood?"
"Oh, he sometimes puts capsules containing a red liquid
in th e chambers in the place of bullets," our hero explained.
" Maybe you'll have a chance to see him shoot one of them
before we are through."
"Well, by ginger! What he won't do next I don't
know!"

CHAPTER XV.
ARIETTA AND THE ROUND-UP.

Thanking their stars at escaping so easily, Maverick Mike
and his six colleagues rode on until they reached the trail
that led to Turner.
"Whicp. way now, boys?" asked Barley as he slackened
pace and looked at his companions in an undecided way.
"Right on to ther town," said Maverick promptly.
"That wouldn't do, would it, Maverick?" queried Holt,
who sported a black eye and a big lump on the side of his
face as a result of his fight with Young Wild West .
"Why won't it do?" was the reply. "We'll go right ter
Lame Jack's Roost an' open up ther place. Whisky is all
we need now-we need it bad, too. You galoots ain't never
been there, but I have, an' I know jest what t er do. There
ain't a galoot in ther town what'll dare t er say anything ter
me. I know that all right. I've got 'em all scared ter
death, boys. I'm ther terror around these diggin's, an' no
mistake. You come on with me."
" All right, Maverick. We'll do as you say," replied Barley, who seemed to speak for the six men.
The villains rode on, and when th ey finally reached the
t own th ey found that most of the houses were in darlmess.
The store was closed, so they rode right around to the
rear of the saloon, unobserved by anybody.
It was no hard task to force an entrance to the place.
Maverick did it himself.
'11ien the horses were tied among some trees in the rear
and they all went inside.
The lamp in the back room was lighted and then whisky
and cigars were brought forth.
'111he six men had never visited the place, as they had
been lying low after reaching the vicinity of the town,
taking up their quarters in a camp they had in a neighbor_
ing woods.
It was there that Maverick had met and become acquainted with them, and he had kept them in whisky, tobacco and grub for several days.
T'he villains soon got at their ease, for all that was needed
was a couple of horns of liquor to make them that way.
They smoked and drank and :finally got to playing cards.
Lame Jack had forgotten to take the money out of the
tm, and Holt helped himself to it.
He did this without the knowledge of the rest, and it was
not until he showed some of it that they caught on.
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"I thought yer only had nine dollars when we was over
at ther ra.nch," said Maverick, looking a.t him sharply.
"'l'hat's a.11 I did have. You gave me a dollar ter make
ten, an' then I bet it an' lost it," was the reply.
" I kIJ,owed yer would lose it, too. That's wh,ere yer made
a big mistake."
"Well, there ain't nothin' like bein' satisfied, is there?
Now I'm satisfied that Young Wild West kin whip me. He
done it so easy that I wasn't in ther fight at all."
"An' he made a nice lookin' sight of yer," spoke up Barley. "My, but you've got an awful face on yer, Holt!"
"Well, there ain't none of you galoots as could make it
that way, anyhow," was the reply. . "Not even Maverick
could do it, though he might git ther best of me with a
gun."
"We don't want ter think about quarrellin' or fightin'
now, Holt," Maverick answered. "Now is ther time when
we've got ter stick like leeches. We've gone an' done it.
By breakin' inter this saloon an' helpin' ourselves we've violated ther law. But, come! I reckon you'd better divide
up ther money yer took from ther till. Then we'll play
poker till it gits daylight, an' then go ter look fur Young
Wild West."
Holt laughed and pulled out the money he had stolen.
There was a little over a hundred dollars, and when he
had divided it into six equal parts they were all satisfied.
" I didn't think that Lame Jack was fool enough ter leave
that much money in ther draweT," said Maverick. "But it's
all ther better fur us. Now we'll have a game of draw
poker, boys."
They all agreed to this, and soon an interesting game
was in progress.
The villains smoked and drank as they 'played, and it
was not long before the liquor began to tell upon them.
One by one they dropped off to sleep, and with the ca.rds
lying on the table and upon the floor where they had fallen
they slept on until daylight arrived.
Even then they did not awaken, and the sun arose and
shed its golden rays through tlie windows.
The oil had burned out of the lamp long since, so there
was nothing to attract the attention of m1y one passing th e
front o'f the building.
'l' hey were in that position when Young Wild West and
his friends rode into the town.
The fresh hoof-prints led right to the saloon, and when
our hero found that they had gone around to the rear of the
building he dismounted and .found the horses tied to the
trees.
He motioned for his companions to remain silent, and
then he peered through one of the windows.
There wer.e the seven villains; some asleep in chairs and
others lying at full length on the floor.
The young deadshot smiled grimly.
"I :r;eckon this is one of the easiest round-ups that ever
took place," he muttered.
Arietta ca.me up and looked through the window at his
side.
She saw and understood at a glance.
The rear door was open, so Wild told Charlie and Jim
to go to the front and watch, while the cowboys- were to
'Nlmain at the rear door.

Then he called .Arietta to follow him, and the two stepprd
softly inside.
The villains slept on, for their brains were deadened by
the strong drink they had indulged in.
The two walked right through the room into the ba.rroom.
'l'hen Wild unbarred the front door and threw it opeu.
Hop entered and promptly took his place behind the
·
little bar.
"Allee leacfy for b\lsiness !" he exclaimed, smiling in his
bland and childish way. "Me no takee sometling, Misler
Wild."
1
' See that you don't," was the reply.
Leaving him there, Wild went outside where the cowboys
were in waiting.
Each stood with his rope ready.
"Boys," said he, "I want ~ou to disarm the gaLoots, and
then take them out one at a time. Make them keep perfectly quiet while you are doing it, too. I want Maverick
Mike last."
" I'll take care of him!" Arietta spoke up, her eyes flashing.
"That's right, Et. I am going to let you fetch ~im out,
.
providing things work the way I want them to."
When Charlie and Jim saw the cowboys inside taking the
weapons from the sleeping men 'they came in by the rear
door.
It was easier than Wild expected it would be.
Some of the men were c::trried outside without being
aroused, and the others kept still when they found the
muzzles of revolvers pressing against t11eir heads.
In a short time all were out but Maverick Mike.
The villain lay stretched on the fl.oor ·at full length, dead
to the world.
.Arietta was left to guard him, and she stood near him,
·
a revolver in her hand.
Wild thought a moment and then he decided to tie the
villains upon'. the backs of their own horses.
To make it easier he had two of them tied together on a
horse.
Then l ~riats were fastened to them and given to the cowboys to hold.
This done, the three horses with their double burdens_
were led around to the front of the saloon.
A small crowd at once gathered.
There was nothing going on in the town that morning,
_
so there were not very many around.
'l'he day before had been a strenuous one, for Maverick
Mike had been on his "high horse."
But now it was different.
An air of peaceful quiet pervaded the little town.
The citizens wanted to know all about it, of course, and
_
Wild quickly explained to them.
When he told them that the six men had murdered an~
robbed a man on his way to the Straight Deal Ranch the
njght before they were for lynching them right away.
But he had a way about him that quickly made the men
understand that they should let him have his say.
They gave in to him and waited to see what would happen.
The dashing young deadshot now walked into the saloon.
Hop was selling drinks and cigars and putting the money
in the empty drawer.
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As yet our friends did not know that the villains had
robbed the place of anything save what they had smoke.d
and drunk.
you ha.d
'"Come, Et," said the boy coolly. "I reckon
;
better wake up your man now. Just fetch him out the
front way. There are a few spectators out there who would
like to see Maverick Mike come forth a prisoner."
"'l1 hey'll see it, then, Wild," was the reply. "I'll fetch
him out, never fear."
'11 he boy knew very well that she would, so he went on
out and joined the waiting crowd.
Not knowing of a better way to rouse the villain, Arietta
~alled out sharply to him and then fired a shot close to his
- ear.
The flash fairly burned his skin, and with a cry of surprise and· fear he arose to a sitting posture:
"Get up and come with me," commanded the girl, her
eyes :flashing, though she was very cool, considering the circumstances.
"What!" exclaimed the villain, looking around the room
in a dazed way. " 'Nhat's thcr matter, anyhow? Boys,
where are yer ?"
"Your friends are outside waiting for you," answered
the girl. " I heard you wanted to kidnap me, so I came over
to give yo:u the chance. Get upon your feet, I say ! If you
on't I'll begin to shoot ! "
Maverick felt for his gun.
It was gone!
Then he realized that it was all up with him.
"Let me go, gal," he said in a husky voice. "I ain't done
nothin'."
"You will do something pretty quick if you don't ma.rch
out to the front of the building. You'll die, Maverick
Mike! I mean just what I say!"
"All right, gal. But, say, are. you doin' this all alone?"
"You don't see any one else here, do you?" Arietta answeTed coolly.
The villain shook his head.
"Too much whisky," he said sadly. "Well, it's all right,
I s'pose. I oughter have behaved.myself."
Then he walked out into the barroom, followed by the
brave girl, who kept her revolver pointed at his head.
"Hello, Mavelick Mike!" called out Hop sweetly. "Velly
nicee morning, so be!" .
"So ther heathen is ten din' bar, is he?" said the scoundrel, half to himself. "Well, r reckon things has took a
mighty queer turn."
He felt in his pocket, as though he was going to buy a
drink, but Arietta called out sharply :
"Keep right on moving!"
"All right, gal. You've got me dead ter rights. I'm
goin' ter do jest as you say. But maybe I'll git out of this,
an' then you look out!"

~
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Wild beard the words and he en.me in.
"Let him sit down, Et," he said. "Come on out with
me."
The boy had just got a confession from the prisoners,
which was to the effect that they were ca.ttle thieves, declaring that they had not done murder, as the Cowboy Buffer
had said the night before.
"So you are nothing worse than cattle thieves, then?" he
said as be came out with Arietta.
"That's all, Young Wild West," _declared Barley, speaking very earnestly. "We're willin' ter be tried fur that an'
take our medicine. But we ain't done no murder." ·
"All right. Boys; fetch them up close to the door."
As the captured cattle thieves were brought to the front
of the tavern Maverick Mike came out to see what was
going on.
Wild quickly dismounted, find with a rawhide whip in his
hand ran to meet him.
Swish!
Down went the villain rolling in the dirt.
The young deadshot bad mounted his horse just to make
the scene more imposing to the man, and now he laid it on
good and bard.

CRAPT'E R XVI.
CONCLUSION.

Arietta stood before the grovelling villain until he had received enough, all the while keeping her revolver pointed at
him.
When Wild ceased she commanded him to rise to his feet.
Maverick Mike arose, looking like anything but J- terrible
bad man.
"Now you understand what is up, I guess," she said
coolly. "You planned to kidnap me, and we planned to
round you up. You see whose. plans succeeded."
"Mercy!" gasped the scoundrel.
"You'll git mercy, I reckon," spoke up the scout, who
Jrnd been itching to take a hand in the ga~e. "Here comes
ther judge, so they say."
_
Sure enough, the jud~e of the little town was coming. .
Word had reached lum of what had happened, and he
was hastening to take charge o·f the prisoners.
Wild was very glad of this, for he did not want to be
bothered with them any furt1ier.
He soon told the judge.all he knew about them, and what
they had done.
The result was that the seven villains were taken to the
lock-up and a strong guard put over them.
This had just about happened when Lame Jack and his
wife rode up in the buckbo'.:l.rd, followed by several cowboys.
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When they heard about the round-up of the scoundrels wife flounced away, no doubt satisfied that there was no
use in trying to make a temperance man o.E her spouse.
they all broke into a hearty cheer.
But no one got tipsy, and the next day the round-up be"So ther little gal took care of Ma,verick, did she?" said
Lame Jack.
gan-the round-up of the stock.
Wild and his partners assisted ,with it, and in three days
"And me all takee care of um saloon," chipped in Hop,
was accomplished.
it
who was in the act of pouring out a drink for himself.
'!.'hey remained a couple of days at the ranch, and as they
"Well, by ginger! I've got a bartender, I see. Set 'em
were ab.out to leave the parson from Turner drove over,
up f'ur all hands, Hop!"
.
.
accompanied by his wife.
"Allee light," replied th() Chinaman, and he did so.
"I thought you would like to see us married," Frank BelIt was not long after that that the proprietor discovered
explained blushingly, "so I arranged to have the knot
ier
that the till had been robbed.
qui~tly this morning. We are going to Denver o:° a
tied
Then the judge ordered the prisoners to be searched.
'l'he money was found and Lame Jack was happy when wedding trip, and Maggie's mother is going with us. Her
father says he thinks he can get along for about three
he received it. ·
weeks."
"I'll never leave money in ther till when I go away
· "An' I promised ter not bring a drop of liquor in ther
ag'in," he declared. "I don't care about ther rum an' ther
house in that time," added the ranchman. "I'm goin' ter
cigars. Tliat'll be my part toward ther roundin' up of their
keep ther promise, too."
sneakin' skunks."
There was nothing to do but to wait and see the wedding,
After he had been assured that there was no danger of the so our friends did so.
villains getting away, and that they would be taken to the
It was a quiet affair, and few knew about it until after it
county seat for a speedy trial, Wild and his friends set out had hapNened.
for the ranch.
Later on, when they were down in Texas, Young Wild
The spring round-up had not started ~ret, because there West and his friends learned that Maverick Mike and the
was too much excitement over w).1at had happened.
six men he had cast his lot with were all hanged for the
But Ranchman Oaks and his wife and daughter were murder of the ranchman.
highly pleased at what had happened, and they insisted on
·while Maverick had not taken part in it, he was adjudged
speaking of the incident of the morning as "Arietta and guilty because of the company he kept.
,
the round-up."
There is a lesson in this. Keep out of bad company, and
The girl bore her honors modestly.
you are not likely to get into trouble.
"I should not have taken any part in it, for they could
have got along very well without me, if ii: had not been
THE END.
that the villains had planned to kidnap me," she eaid. "But
1 am glad I did, however, for it did me good to see Maverick
Mike get his medicine."
"He ain't got what he deserves yet; but he will when a
jedge an' jury hears ther case," declared the ranchman.
"Well, since it has turned out all right, I reckon we oughter
Read "YOUNG WILD WEST CHASING THE
all be mighty happy. Now, if ther old woman hadn't
MEXICANS; OR, THE 'HURRAH' AT HOT-HEAD
chucked all that good whisky away last night we might do
HILL," which will be the next number ( 333) of ''Wild
a little celebratin'."
'
"She no chuckee 'way," spoke up Hop smilingly. "Me West Weekly."
allee samee catchee in um pail. Me gittee pletty quickee."
"What!" cried Mrs. Oaks, her eyes widening. "You
ketched ther whisky?"
"Lat light," was the reply; "me allee samee holdee um
pail under um windee, and you allee samee chuckee um
whisky light in um pail. Me allee samee velly muchee
smartee Chi.nee."
"Well, I never!" declared the woman, surprised beyond
measure.

SPECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies

Hop soon produced the whisky, and then the ranGhman) you order by return mail.
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or pile, to a uniform height, the idea came to Dr. Bigelow
that a high or strong relief of design on a coin might be
obtained by depressing the design below the field or face of
NEW YORK, FEBRUARY 26, 1909.
the piece, instead of raising it above, as is done in all coinage
operations. By this means the flat and uniform field would insure "stacking" coins to a height that would be uniform. In
the present ,coinage the wear comes on the highest points of
relief. In these the fiat surface would take the wear and
the relief. This system of countersinking a relief
protect
Cents
.05
......••••.•..••
.
_
Single Coples ... . ........................
'.'
.65
On e Copy T h ree non t b s .. . .........................•.•...
to be one of the oldest forms of Egyptian stone
claimed
is
25
$1.
.
One Copy S ix nontbs ............................. . ......
2.5 0
sculpture, but has been little used in modern times outside
One Cop.J' One Year ................ . ....... . ...... . .....•
Japan, in which country it is restricted solely to wood-carving.
Postage Free.
How 'l'o S&ND MONEY.
It was never applied to coins until Dr. Bigelow undertook
At our risk send P. 0 . Money Order, Check, or R egistered Letter; re·
the experiment. The model, when presented to the President,
mittances in any other way are at your risk. We accept Postage
and the practicability of this new idea in coinage, appealed
Stampe the same as cash. When sending silver wrap the coin in a
separate piece of paper to avoid cutting the envelope. W.-ite itour
so strongly to him it was at once decided that the experiment
name and address plainlit. .Address lette1"S to
of making a coin on this principle should be tried. The de24 Union Sq., New York.
Frank Tousey, Publisher ,
sign of a real Indian head with war-bonnet of feathers was
adopted for the obverse side, and the President selected the
design of an eagle, standing, for the reverse side. The new
coins will bear the motto "In God We Trust," and will be made
coin who has the
It is estimated by the Department of Agriculture that last in such quantities as to afford everybody a
exchange.
to
equivalent
year's crop was produced and garnered at a saving of $685,000,-

WILD WES T W EEKLY
Ter°'s to Subscribers.

SOME GOOD ARTICLES.

000 over what would have been the cost of raising an equal
cr op fifty years ago. This saving was accomplished by t:pe
use of modern agricultural implements.
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GRINS AND CHUCKLES.

When in 1842 the United States troops finally came off vicMrs. Gushington-Do you remember, colonel, the time you
torious in their bloody seven yea1:s' war with the Seminoles, a
portion of the tribe .eluded capture and fled to the fastnesses proposed to me, and I refused you? Colonel Courtly-Madam,
of the Florida everglades, where they remained until the it is the one moment of my life that I remember with the
t rouble had been partly forgotten by the whites. It is this greatest pleasure.
v - remnant of the Seminole nation whose members now act as
Sunday-school Teacher-Did you ever forgive an enemy?
vende1's of souvenirs at Palm Beach.
Tommy Tuffnut-Onst. Sunday-school Teacher-And what
In Abyssinia, where all game is considered the property of noble sentiment prompted you to do it? Tommy Tuffnut-He
the Emperor, Menelik, zebra hunts are conducted on an enor- wuz bigger'n me. ·
mous scale. One of Hagenbeck's travelers, hearing that one of
"Jane," began Mrs. Newliwed timidly, "I don't suppose--er
these grand hunts was soon to come off, asked permission of
the Emperor to take part in it and requested, furthermore, -that you would-er-object to my getting an alarm clock?"
that he be allowed to take all the zebras captured to Hagen- "Not at all, ma'am," replied the sleepy maid. "Them things
beck in Hamburg. Both requests having been granted, the never disturb me at all."
traveler joined the imperial hunting party, which included no
Perkuson-I don't think animals have as much intelligence
less than 2,000 Abyssinian soldiers and a great number of villagers, pressed into service for the occasion. A vast piece of as many people give them credit for. Weigle-Neither do I.
---t.md was surrounded and the encircling lines of soldiers drawn There was a time when I thought the gray mare that Histler
gradually more and more closely together until finally a herd drove was peculiarly intelligent because she stopped with him
of zebras, caught between these lines, was driven to seek at every saloon; but the other day I changed my mind when
refuge in the bed of a river. Panic-stricken, the beasts threw I saw that the same. amount of intelligence was displayed by
themselves into the water from the high, rocky banks. · At Histler's new auto. ·
once these were occupied by some of the troops, while at a
During a snowstorm in the Highlands the express was held
sign from the leaders over 1,000 men, with ropes in their
hands, hurled themselves from the banks and swam into up for an hour or two. The guard, a cheery Scot, with a
the very midst of the maddened zebra herd. After a few hours pawky humor, passed along the carriages trying to cheer up
of terrific struggling in the water the herd was finally over· the passengers. An old gentleman angrily complained that if
powered and captured-at a cost, however, of thirty-three the train didn't go on he would "die of cold." "Tak' my
advice, and na' dae that," replied the guard. "Mind you, we
human lives.
\
chairge a shillin' a mile for corpses."
Preparations are now being made at the mints in Denver,
"Pa," said little Bobby, who had been allowed to sit up a
San Francisco, and Philadelphia for the coinage of new five
and two-and-a-half dollar gold piec\S. These pieces will be little while after supper with the understanding that he was
quite novel in their appearance, as {hey are to be struck on to ask no foolish questions, "can God do everything?" "Yes."
an entirely different plan from any coin heretofore minted in "Can he make a two-foot rule with only one end to it?" "One
this country. Last year while President Roosevelt was ex- more question like that," said his father, "and you will be
plaining to Dr. William Sturgis. Bigelow, of ·Boston, the n;ie- packed off to bed." Bobby was silent for a few moments, and
chanlcal difficulties met with in the efforts to bring to success then asked: "Pa, can a camel go ten days without water?"
t he gold coins of the St. Gaudens design, especially that refer- "Yes, my son." "Well, how many days could he go if he
rin g to the commercial desire that the coins sllould "stack," had water?" 'l'he next thing Bobby knew he was in bed.

These Books Tell You

Everythirtgl

.! COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA!
Eacb book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good paper, in clear type and neat ly bound in Jn attracti ve, illustrated cover.
"o!ost of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that av
l!hild. can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subjec1it
mentioned.
THESFJ BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL' BE SENT BY MAIL TO ANY ADDRESS
FROM THIS OFFICE ON ltECEil'T 01!' PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY 'l'HREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE
t"SENTS. POSTAGE S'fAMPS TAKEN 'l'HE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.Y.
No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.-Em·
MESMERISM.
No. 81. HOW TO M.liJSMERIZE.-Containing the most ap- bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with ii·
lustrations.
By A. Anderson.
proved methods of mesmerism ; also how to cure a ll kinds of
No. 77. HOW '1'0 DO FORTY Tl:tICKS WITH CARDS.diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
Containi~ll
deceptive
Ca1·d Tricks as perfor111ed by leading conjurors
Hugo Koch, A. C> S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc.
and mag1c1ans. Arranged for home amusement. l!,ully illustrated.

PALMISTRY.

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMlSTRY.-Containing the most apMAGIC.
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
No. ?· HOW TO DO TRICKS.-The great book of magic and
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, card tricks, containing full instr11ction on all the leading card tricks
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. B7 of the d~y, also ~~e most popular magi cal illusions as performed by
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.
our: lea~mg magicians ; every boy should obtain a. copy of this book-,
81:1 1t will both a.muse and instruct.
HYPNOTISM.
No: 22. HO~ TO DO SECOND SIGHT.-Heller's seconJ sight
No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.-Coutaining valuable and in- explamed
bis former assistant, Fred Hunt,. Jr. Explaining how
1tructi ve information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also the secret by.
were carried on between the magician and the
explaining the most approved methods whi<'h are employed by the boy on thedialogues
stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only
leading hypnotists of the world, By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.
authentic explanation of second sight.
No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A 1\1.A.GICIAN.-Containing the
SPORTING_
No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.-The most complete gran~est assort~ent c;>f magical illusions ever placed before the
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- public. Also tricks with cards. incan tations, etc.
No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.-Containing over
structions about guns, bunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
one hund1-ed highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicala.
together with descriptions of game and fish.
By
A. An,derson. Handsomely illustrateJ.
No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.-Fully
No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.-Containing over
Illustrated. Every boy should know 1iow to row and sail a boat.
Full instructions are given in this li ttle book, together with in- ~tty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also oontain·
mg the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
1tructions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.
No. tH. HOW '1'0 BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.- . No.. 70. HOW '.J-'O l\IAKID MAGIC 'l'OYS.-Containing full
directions
for makmg Magic 'l'oys and devices o.f many kinds. B y
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for A. Anderson. Fully illustl"ated.
No. 73 .. HOW. TO J?O TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.- Showing
diseases pecllliar to·the horse.
No. 48. HOW '1'0 BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.-A handy many curious tnc~s with figures and the magic of numbers. By A.
Anderson.
Fully illustrated.
_
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
.No. 7.5. IIO\Y TO ~ECOME A CONJUROR. - Containfii5
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
tricks
w1lh
Dommos,
Dice,
Cups
anJ
Balls,
Hats,
·etc.
Embracinr
B y C. Stansfield Hicks.
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson.
FORTUNE TELLING.
No. 78. ~QW 'l'O DO THEJ _BLACK ART.-Containing a com.
No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.- plete \lescript1on of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand
together
with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson'.
€ontaining the great oracle of human destiny; also the true meaning of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, Illustrated.
and curious games of cards. A. complete book.
MECHANICAL.
No. 23. HOW 'l'O EXPLAIN DREAMS.-Everybody dreams,
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.-Every boy
from the little child to the aged man and woman. '.rhis little book
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky shoul~ ~now how inv~ntions originated. This book explains them
all, g1vu:~g exa.mplef'. m electricity, hyd~aulics, magnetism, optics.
and unlucky Jays, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the b~k of fate.
No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.-Everyone is desirous of pneumatics, mecbamcs, etc. The most mstructive book publishe .
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or . No. 5?. HOW TO BECOM~ AN ENGINEJER.-Oonta.ining ful
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little instructions how to proceed m order to become a locomotive enbook. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell gineer; also dii·ections for building a model locomotive; together
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.
the fortune of your friends.
No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUS~CA L INSTRUMENTS.-Full
No. 76. HOW TO '.rELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.directions
how to mak~ a B!mjo, Violin, Zither, .2Eolian ~arp;-~
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the band,
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events ph.,ne and other musical mstruments; together with a brief deby aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated, By A. Anderson. scription of n early every musical instrument used in ancient or
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald
for twenty years bandmaster of t'he Royal Bengal Marines.
ATHLETIC.
'
,
No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.-Containing
No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.-Giving full in•truction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention.
h()rizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, Also full directions for Its use and for painting slides. Handsomely
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can illustrated. By John Allen.
No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.-Contalnins
become strong anJ healthy by following the fnstructions contained
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical T r icks.
in this little book.
No. 10. HOW TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made easy. By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
C::ontaining over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the dilferLET TER WRITING.
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
No. 11. ROW TO WRITEJ LOVE-LEJTTERS.-A m011t comthese useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letter._
without an instructor.
No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.-Containlng full and when to use them, giving specimen lette rs for young and old..
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.- Givin
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects;
also letters of introduction, notes and requests.
A bandy and useful book.
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN. No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.-Containing full instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on a.II subjects
Described vrith twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 'also giving sample letters for instruction.
No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LE1.'TERS.-A wonderful lit
positions in fencing. A oomplete book.
book, telling you bow to write to your sweetheart, your father:
TRICKS WITH CARDS.
mother, sister, brot'her, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any•
No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.-Conhinlng body you wish to write to. Every young man and every youn1
· bplanations of t'be general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable lady in the land should have this book.
t.o card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LE'l'TERS CORRECTLY.-Con·
.seight-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject·
91Cially prepared cards. BH. Professor Haffner. Illustrated.
also rulem for punctuation and composition, with spteil'len Jette

THE STAGE.

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK ENIJ MElN'S JOKE
BOOK.-Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
thi s wonderful little book.
No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKERContaiping a varied asso,rt~ent of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end mens Jokes. Just the thing for home amuseent and amateur shows.
No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINS'l'REL GUIDE
ND JOKl!l B<;>OK:--Somethin~ new a?d very .instructive. Every
boy . s~ould obtam this ~ook, as 1t con tams full mstructions for orpmzmg an amateur mmstrel troupe.
No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES.-This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contai ns a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediately.
'
, No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.-Containing complete instructions bow to make up for various characters on the
stage.; tog~ther with the duties of the St11ge Manager, Prompter,
Scemc Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.
N~ . 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOK~ BOOK.-Containing the latest Jokes, anecdotes and funny stones of this world-renowned and
ever popular Uerman comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
!~red cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.-Containing fourteen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, r.f!ader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the popular !luthors of prose and poetry, arranged in the moirt
simple and conc1s~ manner possible.
c
No. '!9. _HOW TO DEBA'l'E.-OMng rules for CJ2.nducUng
bates, outlines for. debater, qu_estions for discussion, 'lind tbe b. .
sources for procurmg mfo1:mation on the queiitions &iven.

a..

SOCIETY.

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.-'l'he arts an<? wiles ~t flirtation art
fully expl'!ined by this little book. Besides the var10us methods of
ha_r.dkerchief•. fan, glove, parasol, window and bat flirtation, it con•
~ams a .fu ll list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which le
m_terestmg to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happJ
without one.
No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
little book just issued by l!~ rank 'l'ousey. It contains full instructions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at partie&,
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square
dances.
No. 5. HO:W TO MAKE LOVE.-A complete guide to love,
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interestiI!g things not gen•
erally known.
No. li. HOW TO DRESS.-Contaiuing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the
selections of colors, material, and bow to have them made up.
No. 18. HOW 'l'O BECOME BEAUTIFUL.-One of the
. HOUSEKEEPING.
brightest
most valuable little books ever given to the world
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.-Containing Everybodyand
wishes to know bow to become beautiful, both male and
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town female. The
secret
is simple, and almost costless, Read this b<>M
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful and be convinced how
to become beautiful.
ftowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub·
Ushed.
BIRDS AND AN I MALS .
No. 30. HOW TO COOK.-One of the most instructive books
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.-Handsomely illustrated and
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, containing
full
instructions
for the management and training of the
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of canary, mockingbird, bobolink,
blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
cooks.
useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus·
No . .37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSEJ.-It contains information for RABBITS.-A
By Ira Drofraw.
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you bow to trated.
No.
40.
HOW
l\IAKE AND SET TRAPS.-Including hint1
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments on how to cnkhTO
moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.' Also how to cure skins.
Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington
Keene.
ELECTRICAL.
No.
50.
HOW
TO
STUFF
AND ANIMALS.-~
No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.-A de- valuable book, giving instructions inBIRDS
collecting, preparing, mountln1
1cription of the wo1Hlerful uses of electricity and electro magnetism· and
preserving birds, animals and insects.
toge
r with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries:
No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.-"Giving com•
1 •
By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il· plete
information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
lustrations.
breeding, an.d managing all kinds of p~ts; also giving full
No. 64. BOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINEJS.-Con· ~aming,.
mstruct10ns for mnkmg cages, etc. Fully explamed by twenty-eight
ta~n ing full directions for making electrical machines, induction
illustrations, making it the most complete book pf the kind ever
eo1ls, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. published.
_
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.
No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.-Containing a
MISCELLANEOUS. ""
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.-:!: useful lfn.d hf·
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex·
periments in acoustics , mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di·
ENTERTAINMENT.
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thie
No. 9. HOW 'SO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.-By Harry book cannot be equaled.
ennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
No. 14. HOW TO MAKEJ CANDY.-A complete hand-book for
:this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- making .all kinds of candy, ice-creaII!.,_ syrups~essences, etcu etc.
·t udes every :Qight with his wonderful imitations), can master the
No. 84. ·HOW 'l'O BECOME At'I' AUTHOR.-Containing full
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
1reatest book ('ver published. and there's millions (of fun) in it.
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing
No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.-A valuable information as to the neatness, legibility nnd general com•
,_._....-'-.;,,a1uable little book just published. A complete compendium position of manu script, essential to a successful author. By Prince
o f games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable -Hiland.
.
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the - No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.-A wo!I•
money than any book published.
derful book. containing useful and practical information in the
No. 35. FJ;O_W TO PLAY GAMES.-~ complet.e ~nd useful little trea~ment of 01:din~ry diseases aud ~ilment.s common to ever1
book, contam1iJg the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, family. Aboundmg m useful and effective recipes for general com·
backgammon, croquet. dominoes, etc.
plaints.
No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.-Containing all
No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-Con·
t
leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
and witty sayings.
of stamps and coins. H:}ndsomely illustrated.
No. 52. HOW TO PLAY (J.4RDS.-A complete and handy little
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old King Brady,
book, g-iving the rules and r,.,__ '\rections for playing Euchre, Crib- the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
bage. Casino, Forty-Five, R~ ce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventuree
A.u ction Pitch, All Fours, and imrny other popular games of cards. and experiences of well-known detectives.
No. 66. HOW 'l'O DO PUZZLES.-Containing over three bunNo. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER-Contain·
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums. with key to same. A ing useful information r ega rding the Camera and how to work it ;
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
also how to make Photographic l\Iagic Lantern Slides and other
ETIQUETTE.
Xb~~~~arencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain
De
o. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.-It
No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know CADET.-Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,
J about. There's happiness i'l it.
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staft: of Officers, Po1t
No. 33. HOW TO REHA VE.-Containing the rules and etiquette Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should
good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- know to be a Cadet. C.:mpiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
aring to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."
the drawing-room.
No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL <'.JADET.-Complete In·
·
...,.
structions of how to. i:ain admission to. the A1;mapo}is Nava)
DECLAMATION.
Academy. Al so ·contammg the course of mstruct1or., description
l'ilo. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF h~CITATIONS. of grounds and buildings. historieal sketch. and everything a boJ
ontaining the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch should know to be<'ome an officer in the United States Navy. Comalect. French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together piled and wri tten by J,i1 Senarens, author of "How to Become C
th many standard readings.
West Point Military Cadet."'

w.

PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
_.6.ildr6C!S FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Sgua1·e, New Yorlr.

w.
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·WILD WEST WEEKLY
A magazine Gontaining Stories, Sketebes, ete., of ·~estettQ !life.
:B"'Y" .A..N" C>I....aD SCC>-UT.
32 PAGES

HANDSOME COLORED

COVER~

PRICE 5 CENTS

All of these exciting stories are fo unded on facts. Young Wild West is a hero with whom the author was acquainted.
His daring deeds and thrilling adventures hi\Ve never been surpassed. 'l'hey form the base of the most dashing stories
ever published. Read the following numbers of this most ii;iteresting magazine and be. convinced:
LATEST ISSUES:
282 Young Wild West' s Cavalry Charge; or, The Shot that Saved
Arietta's Life.
283 Young Wild West's 'l' hree Days' Hunt; or, The Raide rs of Red
Ravine.
284 Young Wild West and " Silver Stream·• ; or, The White Girl
Captive of the Sioux.
285 Young Wild West and the Disputed Claim; or, Arietta's Golden
·
Shower.
286 Young Wild West and the Greaser Guide; or, The Trap that
·
Failed to Work.
287 Young W!!d West's Ripping· Round-Up; or, Arietta's Prairie
Peril.
288 Young Wild West's 'l'onghest Trail; or, Ball'led by Bandits.
A · tt Paid
d H
"
P
W'!d W t t "I•' ·b'dd
289 Y0
ne a
ow
or 1 en ass. an
es a
t1hnl To!'i.
200 Young W!!d West and the lndian Traitor ; or, The Charge of
•
the " Red" Brigade.
291 Young Wild West a.nd the Masked Cowboy; or, Arietta's Ready
Rope.
292 Young Wild West and the Ranchero's Daughter; or, A Hot Old
Time in Mexico.
293 Young Wild West and the Sand Hill "Terrors" ; or, The Road
Agents of the Santa Fe '!'rail.
204 Young W!!d West After "Whit'e Horse Jack"; or, Arietta and
th e Wild l\Iustang.
295 Young W!!d West and the Cattle Branders ; or, Crooked Work
on the Ilig G Ranch .
206 Young Wild West's J<our l~oes; or, The Secret Band · of Co ld
Camp.
297 Young Wild West's Race for Gold ; or, Arletta and the Bank
'
Robbers.
298 Young Wild West and the Tenderfoot Tourist; or, A Grizzly Hunt
in the Rocki es.
299 Young Wild West Routing the "Ghost Dancers" ; or, Arietta and
the Snake Ch a rmer.
300 Young Wild West Crossing the Dead Line; or, The Cowboys and
the Sheep Herders.
301 Young \Yild West and the Boy Hunters; or, Arietta and the
Game Stealers.
302 Young Wild West on the Desert of Death ; or, iiemmed in by
Bandits.
303 Young Wild West and the Pioneers; or, Fighting Their Way to
Grizzly Gukh.
304 Young Wild West and "Rawhide Ralph "; or. The Worst Cowboy
in Texas.
305 ' Young Wild West Shooting for Glory; or, T. he Cowboy Jubilee at

1309 Young Wild West Working His Lasso; or, The Lariat Gang of
· the Cattle Hange.
310 Youn~ Wild West's Hunt in the Hills; or, Arietta and the Aztec ·
J e" els
311 Young Wild West Trimming the Trailers; or, Lost In the Land
of the Dead .
312 Young Wild West at the Cowboy "Kick-Up" ; or, Arietta Beating
•
the Hl'Oncho Bnstel's.
313 Young Wild West Roping the Ranch Raiders; or, Helplug the
•
·,
.
'l'exas Rangers.
Young Wild West and the "Terrible Ten" ; or, A'.ri etta's Two Last
·
Shots.
315 Young Wild West's Apache Token; or, The Tri!! that Led to the
•
•
Va!!ey of Gold.
316 Young Wild \Vest "Salting" the Salters; or, Arietta and the
1
•
Death Chute.
317 Yo1,1ng Wild West's Trip . to Mexico; or, Routing the River Ra!d-

1314

318 y 0 e,J":g Wild w est's Fight 'on the Plains ; or, How ~r!etta saved
• ·
·
Settlement.
319 Young W!!d West at "Two Spot'".Camp; or, The Bandits and the l•
Powder Train.
320 y o (ffg.\ Vii d w
. ~un~-U~; or, A. r!etta and .t he Cattle
· est's Triple ~
1
321 Young -Wild West Catching the Claim Crooks; or, The "Bad" Men
•
of Beauty Spot.
322 YoAuvnegn Wei~s!d. \Yest Put t°\. Torturs; or, Arietta and the Apache
ge
323 Young Wild West and the Death Sign ; or, The S~cret of the l<'or·
gotten Ranch.
324 Young Wild West's Nevada Venge.1rnce; or, Arietta and the Burled
' •
·
•
Go ld.
325 Young Wild West's Cowboy Cava!,ry ;· or, Saving the Besleged Sol·
·
. •
d!ers.
326 Young Wild West and the Overland Espress; or, Arletta and the
·
"Gun Fighter."
327 Young Wild West Playing · it Alon"e,; or.' A Game for Life v
d th .
A tt
.
'
d t h D ~ '•t G
Death"' ild w t
328 y oung
. e ynam, e ang , or, r 1e a an • e
, es an
.
· .
Robbei·s of Goi<!en Strip. •
329 Young Wild Wests Grub Stake, aoo Bow It Made a l•'ortune.
330 Young Wild West's Death Defiance; or, Arietta and the Danltes. ~
331 Young Wild West in Crooked Canyop; or, The Underground Trail
to No Man's Land.
I
332 Young Wild West and "l\Iaver!ck Mike" ; or, Arletta abd the
Round-Up.
- "· ·

I

R ed D og.

306 Young Wild West' s Bowie Battie. ; or , Arietta and the Mine Queen.
307 Young W!!d West Commanding the Cava lry ; or, The Last Fight
of the Apaches.
308 Young Wild West and "Digger Dan" ; or, Arietta's Danger
Signal.

.
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F m· sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money. or postage• stamps, by

PRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

~..........
Jl. -Y
24 'P'ntt>n
. .
- 'squa,e,

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers. they can be obtained from this offi ~e direct. Cut out and 1lll
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we will send them to you by
• ·
return mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY.
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FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Uhion Squa-re, New York.
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" ''" WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos.... ..... ..... ·...........••....•.•••.••••••.~.....
,..
' ....
WILD \VEST WEEKL'Y, Nos .... . .... .... ..... .. .. ... ...•.. .. ......••••.• , •.:.-•••...•· ••••
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